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POSSESSIVE CAMP COUNSELOR 


Tessa 


Beaver Pines. It was my first camp, my first big trip away 
from home and my first major crush. 


I a teen when I first went there and once college is done, I 
don’t hear a gap year in Europe calling, I can’t afford that. 


I want to make a difference, I want to give something back. 


But most of all, I want to relive the dreamy crush I had on 
that counselor, what was his name again? I pretend to 
myself. As if I’ve forgotten. 


Sean... 


I’ve got a ton of bad memories from my life, but Sean, my 
camp crush, is my favorite happy memory. And what better 
way to relive that feeling than by registering as a camp 
counselor myself? 


All the way back up at Beaver Pines. 


There’ll be a few days induction, an orientation of the camp 
and procedure before any campers arrive... “you'll have the 
whole place to yourselves...” 


The recruiter tells me. 
Me and I wonder who else? 
Sean 


I could sense her long before I saw her, and I nearly plow 
right into her. 


A sure sign of things to come. 


Once I catch sight of those curves. Her hips and that rear 
end of hers, I’ve got a lot of plowing in mind. 


There are rules at Beaver Pines, but some rules were made 
to be broken. Like never falling for your fellow counselors. 


Even if I’m an older guy and she’s a younger woman, we’re 
the only two here, so who’s gonna tell? 


*Possessive Camp Counselor is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


| essa 


The recruiting interviewer’s words echo through my mind 
as I make my way up to the camp grounds. 


“It’s great to see you again, Tessa. We could always use 
someone so... well. It’s always nice to have someone who 
understands the needs of our... bigger attendees... Kids can 
be so cruel, y’know?” 


I swallowed a croak at the time, thinking all that crap was 
behind me in life, but she’s got a point. I do know what it’s 
like to be a little heavier than most and spending my first 
summer after college as a counselor is all about making a 
difference. 


I just didn’t expect to hear it put so bluntly. 


“There'll be a few days induction, an orientation of the 
camp and procedure before any campers arrive... you'll 
have the whole place to yourselves...” 


Gripping the wheel of my purple Volkswagen bug a little 
harder as I turn on the not so familiar bend to the camp 


gates, I bite down on the memory. Fuck her, I’m here for me 
and for those kids to have a great time. 


Heavy or not, here I come. 


The trees look taller and the track a little narrower, but the 
Beaver Pines campgrounds swells into view as I reach the 
crest of a shallow rise and I’m transported back. 


My clearest memory is of one of the counselors. I had a 
huge crush on him. Sean, I never knew his last name, just 
always remember the red embroidery on his khaki shirt 
with his name. 


And his shorts. Sean in his shorts with his tanned, muscular 
legs and that huge... 


Jesus! 


I swerve to stay on the track, narrowly missing the soft 
edge which sinks down into a wide ditch on either side. 


My heart’s pounding against my ribs and I can taste the 
dust in my mouth. The buzz of insects from the woods fill 
the air, along with the heat of midday. 


But it’s not nearly running off the road, it’s not the weather 
or the bugs that have me wound up, swimming in my 
panties. 


It’s Sean. 


The memory of him having changed now that I see it with 
the eyes of a young woman is so clear, so fresh. It’s like I’m 
reliving every fantasy I had all over again. I’m hardly one 
for erotic daydreams when driving, but there’s definitely 
something in the air here. I can feel it. It's like the closer I 
get to the camp, the stronger the memory of him is. 


The only sharp bend in the track curves round and I hear 
the skid of the gravel behind me as I instinctively hit the 
brakes, almost running off the track for the second time in 
as many minutes. 


There’s a black truck coming the other way, taking up more 
track than there is to share and instead of swerving. I 
freeze up and hit the brakes. The other driver swerves and 
misses me by an inch and I watch the red of the brake lights 
through the dust in my rear view as the driver gets out. 


As if summoned from my fantasy into reality, I can see the 
tall, dark and very muscular frame of a man. The dust is like 
powder, making him look like the perfect man, hewn from 
solid rock making his way out of the chaos of his own 
creation. 


I feel my jaw drop, a low moan escaping me as I realize it’s 
him. It’s really him. 


It’s Sean. 


His dark, full hair sways as he walks, with his tanned 
muscular legs flexing with each step of his heavy suede 
boots. The khaki shirt is a singlet today, and I can see at 
once that Sean has been working out, or has developed the 
magic power of being god’s gift to women, or both. 


I whimper in disbelief as I watch him approach my car, the 
sun in his hair, his chest and shoulders tensing and flexing 
making my wetness tense and flex on its own. 


Before he reaches the rear of my bug, he stops, peers at me 
and then grimaces. I think for a moment he’s mad, but he 
lifts his head and flares his nostrils before making a low 
growling sound which goes straight to my center. I gasp 
aloud again and bite my lip, wringing my hands over my lap 
as I try to contain the incredible feeling washing over me. 


Washing right through me. I’m glad I’m sitting down right 
now, I don’t think I'd be able to stand. 


In three striding steps he’s at the window of my car with his 
hands on his hips. My head turns but I can’t quite lift it up 
just yet. I’m stuck on the bulge in his pants, which draws a 
sound of disbelief from me before I can finally look up at his 
face. 


His lips curl in a satisfied look as he slowly starts to nod his 
head. His eyes flash with recognition but also something 
else. That something that’s making his pants bulge just that 
little bit more. 


“I almost plowed straight into you,” he says, those lips 
broadening into a grin. His voice is thick and deep, like the 
line in his pants. Like the woods and the lake. Like the hot 
air that suddenly makes me feel lightheaded when he looks 
right at me. 


I’m trying to speak, trying to say something but the feeling, 
like an ache deep inside me is only wanting one thing. 


No words required. 


I watch his eyes move from mine, down my face and further 
down to my chest, which I feel stiffen as he focuses on it, 
another low sound escaping him. It feels like dry mud 
crackling off my body as my pebbled nipples swell to life, 
straining the thin fabric of my white shirt. 


“I was coming down to meet you at the road,” he says, 
seeming to have some trouble focusing on what we’re both 
really here for. 


“...but you’ve been here before, you know the way?” he 
asks, his smile flashing again. 


n 


“Uh... yeah. I was here ages ago, in school... I’m- 


“Tessa.” He says with conviction, not letting me finish. 


“I knew you were coming. I saw your name on the list...my 
list,” he adds, drifting off. 


“Mine.” 


The way he says mine, the way he looks at me, gives me a 
shiver I can’t hide and I try hard not to make another 
sound, but he’s nodding in time with another low tone of 
approval. 


“TIl follow you up,” he says, as if he’s snapped himself out of 
a trance and he turns quickly to walk back to his truck. 


I’ve never seen a man naked, or even a hard one. But I 
know what I see as he turns away. 


That shape in his shorts looks a lot like how the slickness in 
my panties feels. 


Once he’s back in his truck, I look at myself in the rear view 
and stifle a squeal. 


OMFG! This is really happening... 


CHAPTER TWO 


I know as soon as I get out of the truck, I know that it’s her. 
She’s the one I’ve been waiting for. I can just sense it. Not 
just the new counselor either. No, this one’s something else 
too. 


Her blue eyes are like beacons through the dust in her rear 
view as she’s watching me walk up to her car. I feel a 
nervous tension rising in me, like excitement but it’s also 
dangerous. 


I’m a camp counselor, we’re not supposed to have these 
kinds of thoughts about other staff members. 


Technically, camp hasn’t even started yet. We have a few 
days of orientation for new counselors and I heard this 
morning the other guy broke his ankle. Nobody else is 
coming here for at least another day or two, maybe more. 


It’s just me and her, and this feeling. 


I can see her blond hair from behind, the memory of her 
panicked face as I nearly slammed right into her fresh in my 


own mind. 


One look, that single split second and I knew I wanted to 
slam into her for real, with all my heart and soul. With my 
hard body against her. Watching those perfect tits shifting 
back and forward as I fill her deep, fill her with my seed like 
I know she wants. 


Since I got in shape, I know the look. I’ve had the come on a 
thousand times from women all over the place. Thing is, 
none of them do it for me. None of them ‘fit’ me. 


One look at Tessa though, and I know we’re made for each 
other. That ‘taste me’ rack and I just know she has hips and 
an ass to match. 


My kind of woman. 


Jesus, I’m getting hard just standing in front of her and I 
know she’s checking out my cock too. She’s fucking perfect 
and she'll be all mine. 


One small problem. 


I have a camp to run and rule number one is no fraternizing 
with the campers or the staff. 


I’ve never looked twice at any girl, or woman at camp. 
Never even crossed my mind. 


I guess there’s an exception to every rule and Il cross that 
bridge when we come to it, but I will make her mine, 
whatever it takes. And I just know that she’s feeling the 
same way too. I just know it. 


I would have suggested anybody else follow me up to the 
campsite. But not her. Not Tessa. 


I want to be right behind her, making sure I can keep my 
eyes on her the whole way, even though she’s in her car I 


want her right where I can see her. 


I’m watching her through her rear view, speeding up to get 
as close as I dare, watching her blue eyes dance through 
the dust as she snatches little glances back at me. My 
fingers slip on the wheel. My hands sweaty and my heart 
pounding like a drum against my ribs. 


The same thick beat is playing out in the basement, down in 
my crotch. Hell, I haven’t been this hard since I was a teen. 


I feel my jaw tighten in tune with my hands on the wheel. I 
have to have her, I must! 


But when, how soon? I felt like just dragging her out of her 
car just now, putting her over my shoulder and striding off 
into the afternoon with her caveman style. 


Her eyes are searching for mine too, through the dust and 
across the distance between us. I’m glad we’re not driving 
in traffic, as it becomes pretty clear pretty soon that neither 
of us is able to focus on much else apart from trying to keep 
looking at each other. 


My heart’s skipping beats too. In between the pounding, the 
primal urge I have to take her, to claim her as my own. I 
feel something else, something I’ve never felt before. A 
knowing sense. 


Knowing she’s the one and there’s nothing anyone can do 
to stop it all from happening. 


I admit, I lose myself in searching for her eyes through the 
light dust as we make our way up to the camp. It’s only 
when I see the red of her tail lights and I have to skid to 
stop behind her that I realize just how lost I’ve been in just 
trying to get another look at her. 


What the hell is wrong with you? 


Get a grip Sean! 


I’d love to. On her chest, and on those hips I just know 
were made for my hands... I wanna get a grip on all of her. 


We’re out front of the main office and neither of us is 
leaping out of our cars. Me? I have a flagpole in my shorts 
and her, well. I can only imagine how it might be for her if 
her arousal is anywhere near as intense as mine. 


My hands are shaking and it feels like my teeth are 
chattering. I'm so damned worked up. But something kicks 
in, that primal urge to keep her safe, to stave off any 
predatory males that might be lurking around. 


I scan the interior for something I can use... my clipboard, 
perfect. 


It’s just big enough to cover this aching bulge in my shorts. 
Holy fuck, I’ve got precome showing through them already. 


If I had to jog or run anywhere, even walking is gonna be 
hard enough. It feels like I’m about to explode and when I 
see her getting out of her car finally, it’s about all I can take. 


I jump and shudder as I get out of my truck, the thick 
material of my shorts rasping against my dick, right on the 
tip at the same moment I register her thick nipples 
straining against the white fabric of her shirt. 


I hear myself groaning, then growling low again. 


I was right and I’ve hit the jackpot. She’s got thick, powder 
white curves from her ankles to her neck and those hips... 
that pear shaped ass. 


I have to stop, leaning over for a second before I can even 
move. I’m about to come from just looking at her for 
Christ’s sake. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


| essa 


I can feel myself slipping around down there as I get out of 
my car. Sean nearly rammed me from behind and I know he 
was just edging closer to get a look at me in my mirror. 


I was watching him the whole way up too. 


Anyone else, I’d be telling myself not to be so stupid, to stop 
dreaming, but I know what I saw when he got in his truck. 
The man’s hard and that only means one thing. 


I think. 
Doesn't it? 


Oh... I don’t know. I’ve never even had a boy kiss me let 
alone a real man, a man who knows what he wants bar up 
right in front of me, just from talking. Just from looking. 


This is gonna be tricky. 


I’m so fucking wet, it feels like I’m about to burst. I can’t 
think straight, and from the look of Sean, almost limping 


over towards me after he leaned over for a bit, I think he 
might just be feeling the same way. 


Is he really though? 


I have a pretty fertile imagination. I’ve always wanted to be 
a writer, plus I do spend way too much time reading those 
novels about super stud men sweeping chunky girls off 
their feet. 


But this is really happening, look at him! He’s hard as fuck 
and it’s all for you, Tess. Give yourself a break already and 
maybe have some fun for once... 


We both just stand there in the silence, looking at each 
other. The wind flowing through the pines, the distant caw 
of a bird. I try to swallow but I can’t. All the moisture in my 
body has gravitated to my panties and I know when I take 
them off, there’s gonna be soaking wet. 


“Well... Here we are,” he says dryly, clearing his own throat 
and double checking his clipboard is covering his crotch 
before realizing he has some paperwork on the clipboard 
he has to refer to. 


“T... uh...” he stammers, turning red, but it’s not from 
embarrassment. It’s the sight of a man exercising all his will 
not to act on his instincts. A man who knows he’s found his 
mate and only has to follow through to claim her. 


A low sound escapes him, registering in my ears first, and 
then sending shivers all the way through my body, making 
special stops at my chest and then beefing it up all the way 
down to someplace inside me above my swollen mound. 


I shiver a sigh and wonder if I move, will this bubble of 
arousal inside me actually burst? It feels like I’m walking on 
thin ice and I try to focus on something more mundane, like 
coming to camp instead of coming in my pants. 


“Where is everyone?” I blurt out, trying to sound casual but 
it sounds like I’m shouting. Sean steps closer, seeming to 
have an easier time of managing himself now somehow. Me, 
I’m slowly melting into my pantie puddle but just feeling 
him get nearer and actually wanting to talk to me makes me 
feel better straight away. 


I usually have the social skills of a cat on coffee, and the 
recruiters at the camp hiring were a little hesitant, but once 
I was relaxed enough and comfortable with them I was 
okay. 


It’s the same now, but back at the office I wasn’t turned on 
like this. 


I don’t think I ever have been. 


“Ah, one of the other counselors was due today as well, but 
he broke his ankle... the rest of the staff will arrive the day 
before camp starts. We got a few days together... just you 
and me,” he says, the low tone coming back into his voice 
and as much as I fight it, another sound escapes me. 


A little mewing squeak which makes Sean nod slowly again, 
his eyes moving like a slow elevator up and down my body. 


I should be self-conscious, I should be calling him out for 
being so forward. 


I should just go over there and throw myself at him, but I’m 
still not quite a hundred percent sure yet. 


What if he’s married? Or has a girlfriend? 


What if he’s just not into thick girls who just finished 
college? 


I wonder if I’d have the same reaction to the first hot guy I 
saw if I did what everyone else in my year did, and went to 
Europe? 


Like I could afford that, plus. I don’t think I’m imagining it. 
Definitely not imagining it. 


“Let’s get you all signed in, come up into the office,” he 
says, regaining his composure and making me double check 
his crotch again, which he keeps covered with that 
clipboard. 


He ushers me up some stairs to the log cabin style office 
building, and I can feel his eyes moving up and down my 
body, watching my rear end as I take the steps. 


Once inside, he lets himself into an office through a little 
half doorway and quickly sits himself behind a desk, holding 
his flat palm out to the chair in front of him. 


“Take a seat Tess, can I call you Tess? Let me see... just a 
few basics to go over from your file here... Insurance... 
social security number...” 


I feel my head nodding, and even hear myself answering 
some basic questions, but I’m totally absorbed in his eyes 
and watching his mouth move while he speaks. 


It transports me back to all those years ago, my first real 
crush. Even before my body was aware such potency 
existed in nature, and way before any of it registered with 
me physically. 


“Tess? Are you alright?” He asks, waving his hand in front of 
my eyes. He’s stood up now, leaning over me and I can tell 
I’ve just zoned out big time. 


“Pm alright,” I bluff. “Just a little lightheaded from the air 
up here I think.” 


He creases the corner of his mouth. “Tess, we’re on a par 
with sea level here... no elevation. Are you sure you’re 
okay?” he asks again, some concern showing on his face 


now and I do feel like I’m burning up, my skin feels hot and 
I am seeing spots. 


“T... uhhh...” I mutter, I feel like I’m standing up but I’m 
moving backward at the same time. 


I can see Sean going sideways and I have the momentary 
panicked thought that he’s falling over, that he’s fainting. 


My own eyes go out of focus and then black, and I’m barely 
aware of anything until I open them again, what feels like 
seconds later. 


Sean’s holding me in his arms, carrying me. I can feel his 
hard chest flexing with each step, my own soft body 
crushed against his. 


I feel like I’m floating, he has my full weight as if I’m lighter 
than a feather. 


“Easy does it, Tess. You fainted back there. I’m taking you to 
the infirmary, get you to have a lay down for a bit.” 


I drift out again, trying hard to hold on to the image of his 
face as he carries me, struggling to stay conscious from the 
pressure of his hands on my body, but it’s useless. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


I swore I wouldn’t let anything happen to her the moment I 
laid eyes on her. I vowed to myself that no man, nobody else 
would ever have her. 


But I feel my heart in my mouth as I watch her eyes flutter 
and she drops out of her chair in a dead faint. 


I lurch forwards, catching her before she hits her head or 
catches anything else on the way down. 


By god, but she feels magnificent. She’s fucking perfect. 
But what’s happened? 


I lift her head, checking her vitals with my free hand as I 
hold her upright. 


She fainted alright and she’s not coming around yet. I lift 
her up and decide to take her over to the infirmary, which is 
only across the parking lot. 


She comes to and then out again before we get there. Once 
I have her on an exam table, I focus on first aid only. She’s 


breathing and everything seems perfectly normal. 


I fold her hands over her belly once I test her blood sugar. I 
see it a lot up here, some folks are insulin dependent, but 
even those who aren’t can get dizzy or faint from 
exhaustion after or during a hike. Most times it’s from plain 
old not eating anything. 


Her sugar is a little low, but nothing to indicate danger, 
there was no mention of diabetes on her application. 


“Hey you’re awake. Welcome back, Tess,” I murmur, 
relieved as fuck that she’s alright. 


If anything happened to her. I’d never forgive myself. 
“Wha-? I must’ve...” she squeaks. 


“You did. You fainted.” I tell her, taking one of her hands 
and giving it a squeeze. My reflex is to kiss her but I fight 
that urge. 


It’s too soon and totally not the time or place without her 
permission. 


Her hand comes up and touches my face, she tries to say 
something and then a silver line of her tears breaks the 
powder soft surface of her skin. 


“Hey... it’s alright. You fainted is all, when was the last time 
you had something to eat?” I ask her, patting her hand now 
to put her at ease. 


“T... I’m not sure... I had lunch...” she mumbles. 
“Today?” I ask her, glancing at my watch. 


“Yesterday,” she says and I help her to sit up, putting 
another two pillows behind her. 


“Tess, eating yesterday doesn’t count. Did you eat today?” I 
ask her firmly, but she’s sobbing again, making me feel 
terrible, but I need to know why she wouldn’t eat. 


“T’m trying to... I need to...” she blurts out. 


“You need to what?” I ask her again, thinking she might be 
about to throw up and reach for a bag. 


“T need to lose weight!” she cries out, anger in her voice as 
she clamps her jaw down in frustration. 


It’s my turn to feel mad now. I feel mad that someone so 
perfect, so beautiful and so fucking sexy should feel the 
need to starve themselves to the point of passing out. 


I’m shaking my head in anger, but I’m not mad at Tess. I’m 
mad at the world that makes her think like that. 


Mad at the plastic Malibu Barbie set that gives people like 
Tess the idea they’re less than perfect, when in fact she’s 
perfection itself. 


“T want you to stay laying down here for a bit, okay?” I tell 
her, forcing myself to slide into camp leader mode. 


I go to leave, to get her some fluids and something to eat, 
but she grips onto my hand, making me grunt aloud. 
Making me put my other hand over hers as she squeezes 
me tighter. 


“Don’t go... please,” she whimpers. 


“TIl be right back.” I tell her, not going anywhere. “I need to 
get you something to eat and drink, then I think you can 
have a little nap.” 


And I can go and drain my balls into the nearest lake, 
watching it overflow with what you’re doing to me. 


“Just stay here for a bit first... please?” she asks and I pull 
up a seat and sit down next to her, pretending to let her 
hold my hand to make her feel better but actually needing 
to sit down now. The blood draining from my own body 
down to my dick is unbearable. 


I stare over at her, and once she starts to drift off in a doze, 
which doesn’t take long. I brush some of the hair off her 
face and stand up to go get her something to eat and drink. 


Her eyes are closed and there’s not a sound from 
anywhere, except the little rise and fall of her breath. 
Before I act on the impulse to kiss her, I turn and leave, 
striding out of the infirmary and over towards the mess hall 
and kitchen. 


The whole camp’s so still, so quiet. I’ve been up here for a 
few days on my own but I’m only now noticing how quiet it 
really is now that Tess is here, now that we’re alone. 


Easy tiger. I know you're hot for her, but is she really gonna 
go for someone your age? You're practically old enough to 
be her father. 


I growl out loud, reminding myself that feeling like I’m 
eighteen again doesn’t make me eighteen again. 


She probably has a boyfriend or something, they all do 
nowadays. I mean, look at her! She’s fucking perfect... of 
course she’d be taken. 


“Then her boyfriend’s in for a nasty shock.” I hear myself 
snarling out loud as I prepare a baloney sandwich and 
water down some juice from the staff refrigerator. 


I watch my hand reach for some meat on the bone and find 
myself gnawing on it, standing in front of the open 
refrigerator grunting and gulping like a wild animal. She’s 
stirred up the primal man in me, the alpha male. 


The very thought of anyone else, anyone even looking at 
her... 


I feel myself tensing up at the idea, knowing I’d have to do 
whatever it took to make sure she was mine alone if she 
does, or rather did have a boyfriend. 


I can’t think like this, it’s unprofessional. Just get her some 
food and something to drink, let her rest and get on with 
your job dammit! 


But I can’t just get on with my job, or my life anymore. The 
thought of Tess walking around on this earth, without me 
there by her side, to protect her. To please her? 


It drives me wild to even consider it. 


I must have her, she’s mine and I’m gonna claim her as my 
own if it’s the last thing I do. 


I’ve eaten through a section of a joint of beef, breaking the 
bone with my hands as I stand there fantasizing about the 
unseen threat to my woman. 


The woman I’m yet to claim. 


Puffing out some air, I take some more in to calm myself 
down, wash up a little and resolve not to let anyone 
discover what I’ve done to a whole roast leg, which I know 
I’ll be eating for the rest of the week. 


I have to get back to her. I feel almost weak at the thought 
of her being left alone. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


| essa 


Before I even open my eyes, I feel stupid. I cringe internally 
as I begin to wake up, remembering what just happened. 


The bright glow of the overhead lights, the sterile smell of 
the infirmary and the sound of the paper sheet under me 
creaking tells me I didn’t dream this part. 


I fainted and made a complete moron out of myself, crying 
to Sean within the first five minutes of getting here that I 
need to lose weight. 


I groan. 


No wonder he’s not here still, he’s probably gone off to call 
the head office and have them send someone a little less 
insane for the summer. 


I try to get up, get off the thin bed and maybe make my way 
outside, but I feel so dizzy I have to lay straight back down 
again. 


I hear Sean coming back in again, it sounds like he’s talking 
to someone, but once he pokes his head around the door 


frame I can see he’s alone. 


I give a tiny wave with one hand, pull a small smile and then 
start to mouth the words ‘I’m sorry’. My standard response 
to anything in life. 


All my fault. Don’t mind me, total disaster area coming 
through. 


But Sean doesn’t see it that way, and I start to wonder if 
eating something might make me feel a little better. The 
sight of the baloney sandwich he’s holding on a plate makes 
me almost forget about everything else I want him to do to 
me. 


Almost. 


He’s talking as I eat it, and it’s gone in three bites, which 
makes Sean caution me a little as I gulp down the juice too. 


I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, feeling much 
better, but also feeling like I want a real meal now. 


Sean breaks out into a smile, slapping his hands onto his 
thighs as he shakes his head. 


“Alright, now just wait a few minutes and see how you feel. 
If you still feel up to it, we can go over and have some more 
to eat at the mess hall.. As long as it’s not roast beef.” 


While we wait to see how I feel, he asks me why I chose 
summer camp instead of something else for my break after 
college. 


I can’t afford Europe. 
I have a crush on the camp counselor from my youth. 


I’m really not sure. 


All three are bad answers, but I find myself feeling bold 
enough to say something about the second one. 


“There was this guy once...” I start to say and I feel my face 
fall as Sean’s gets this harder look in his eyes. 


“He was a counselor...” I continue, hoping he’ll catch on, 
but he thinks I’m talking about someone else and it’s 
making him mad. Jealous as hell by the looks of it. 


That makes me kinda happy, but it’s not the effect I’m going 
for here. 


“Do you want to know his name?” I ask, trying my best to 
sound seductive. 


“Not really.” Sean almost snarls, trying to force politeness 
but standing up to leave, signaling he’s done here. 


Done with me and my lover boy from the past. I sit in shock 
for a moment. Not comprehending how this has gone south 
so quickly. 


I was trying to be cute. 
I’m trying to be funny. 


“It was you. Sean? It’s you,” I murmur, but his back has 
disappeared through the doorway. 


I don’t think he heard me but I do hear the front door of the 
infirmary slam shut, making me feel worse than ever, but at 
the same time a little tingle of excitement flutters inside me 
at the prospect that he’d be jealous of someone else. Even 
though my secret crush has been him all along. 


I leap off the narrow exam table, swiping the stupid paper 
sheet off my butt that’s stuck to me and I rush out after 
him, wanting to call out but casually making like I’m going 
over to the mess hall, just like we discussed. 


I see him storming off, away from the mess hall so I do call 
out after him. I don’t want him to be mad a second longer, 
plus I don’t know my way around this side of the camp. 


“Sean! It was you... you’re that counselor I had a crush on.” 
I have a crush on... 


He stops dead in his tracks, his head tilting to one side. I 
feel my heart speeding up again, sensing the same rush of 
fearful anticipation I’ve had all morning. That same damn 
feeling that made me faint just being in his company. 


He turns slowly, his lip curled up into a sly grin. 


“Really?” I hear him growl. And as much as I feel like 
running over to him, having him scoop me up in his arms 
again, I decide to play it cool. As cool as I can anyway. 


I’m still not sure if he has anyone either, and if he does, I'll 
just die now, right here on the spot. 


“Really,” I say softly, taking the wider path around him, 
straight to the mess hall. 


I hear his footfalls on the gravel behind me, getting quicker 
before I reach the double doors and I can see him in the 
window behind me, smiling as his huge arm reaches out to 
get the door for me. 


“So...” he announces cheerfully, smiling again and holding 
the door, waving me in with his whole arm, “...tell me all 
about this ancient crush of yours...” as we both instantly 
forget how mad he got just now, the very idea I could’ve 
been interested in somebody else. 


Still like a fish out of water, I watch as Sean prepares us 
both a real meal. A couple of steaks and a big helping from 
a huge tub of potato salad. 


I had the sandwich, but my mouth’s watering watching the 
meat sizzle on the industrial sized grill. 


“Well?” he asks me sternly, “I wanna hear all about this 
guy...” he says, but instead of feeling like I can tell him how 
I feel today, I feel stupid again, like I did just now when I 
fainted. 


“Pm sure your wife wouldn’t want to hear about all your 
teenage crushes... you must’ve had dozens over the years.” 
I venture, but Sean shakes his head, licking some 
mayonnaise off his thumb. 


“Not at all. And I’m not married.” He says pointedly, holding 
out both his hands flat to show me. 


“See? No rings, not even a friendship band,” he adds and 
we both laugh a little. 


I feel like I just won the lottery and now it’s Sean’s turn to 
act cool, to play the starring role in our little play. 


“So, there’s been no one else?” he asks, his voice getting 
softer, more sincere. 


I shake my head. 


“I haven’t spent the years swooning over your photo or 
anything,” I add quickly, “I was just... I dunno... it’s stupid 
really.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


“T don’t think it’s stupid.” I tell her firmly, deadly serious 
now. I move towards her, feeling the space between us 
getting smaller and her body shivering as I start to lose the 
grip on my urge not to reach out and touch her. 


I hear her breath shudder in, almost a gasp as I step closer 
to her, I can’t help it. I just have to be near her now, the 
thought of her having had a crush on me, it’s too much. It 
makes all this real for me. It lets me know I’m not imagining 
things and that there’s real chemistry here, not just my 
hormones. 


I don’t know how long we stand like this, moving slowly 
closer and closer until we are so close our bodies are almost 
touching. The whole time I’m lost in her eyes and hers are 
fixed on mine. 


Until they dart past me for a second. 
“Your meat...” she whispers hoarsely, biting her lower lip. 


“What?” 


“Your meat. It’s on fire. It’s burning.” 
“Shit!” 


It takes a full second to understand what she means, but 
the steaks do need turning. My own meat on the other 
hand, that’s definitely got a sizzle happening too. 


“T like mine a little well-done anyway,” she jokes, and we 
both become aware again of this thing between us, this 
feeling. 


The elephant in the room that’s gradually getting bigger 
and bigger and I know it’ll keep getting bigger until one of 
us or both of us breaks the ice. 


“So, all this time...” she continues, “Have you kept doing 
summer camp? What do you do outside of the camp?” she 
asks, genuinely interested. 


It makes me feel old straight away, to have a full grown 
adult telling me they had a crush on me from so long ago, 
now being a camp counselor themselves... 


“T used to be a teacher,” I tell her. “Back when you would’ve 
come to camp, I was a full-time science teacher, computers 
too once they became popular.” 


Jesus Sean... just take out your teeth and start yammering 
on about the ‘good ol’ days’, how you had to walk five miles 
in the snow just to take a shit..! 


I’m the one feeling stupid now, stupid and old. Far too old to 
be having this feeling, this fantasy that I could ever be with 
someone so young, so perfect. I mean, look at her. 


She’s fucking perfect in every way. 


I look up from the steaks again and see she’s waiting for me 
to continue my story. She’s actually interested in what I’m 


talking about. 


“Then what happened? After teaching?” she says, hopping 
up onto the counter behind her, kicking her legs and 
holding herself up with her palms flat, leaning back a little. 


I’m struck dumb for a moment, seeing her with the light 
catching her hair and eyes, the way her chest juts out so 
proudly. 


She has a smile on her face, just waiting for me to go on, 
but I’m starting to doubt I can make it through the day, let 
alone a whole summer camp without having her. Without 
claiming her as my own. 


I must have her, she’s mine. 


“After teaching?” I continue, doing my best to maintain 
conversation, focusing on giving her the only meat I can 
right now. Her steak. 


“T gave my brother a loan,” I tell her, serving us both some 
extra potato salad and nodding towards the bench tables 
before feeling my jaw drop as I watch her hop off the 
kitchen counter. 


“So, you lent your brother some money,” she says. 


I’m watching her apple bottom ass moving from side to 
side, begging to be gripped hard. Begging to be spread 
wide open as I eat her from the front. 


“Uh, yeah... I loaned my brother some money... my pension 
Savings actually... he started some software company with 
it.” 


We take the nearest table, sitting opposite one another and 
I put her plate down in front of her but she’s all eyes on me 
now, waiting to hear the rest of what I have to say. 


“That a lot of money?” she asks, innocently, and I growl with 
satisfaction as I watch her take her first bite. 


I finally shrug, raising my brows. “I’m no tech geek, so I 
don’t even know exactly what he did, or even does. All I do 
know is I’m a part shareholder in his company which went 
gangbusters and makes squillions of dollars.” 


She lets out a groan and her eyes roll back as she squeezes 
her thick chest together, giving me a prime view of her 
cleavage and some more of those plate sized nipples, 
pebbling through her shirt. 


Did it just get hot in here... holy shit. 


I’m sweating like I just ate on a jalapeno and she’s moaning 
like she’s close to climax. 


But it’s just the steak. 


She’s into food, and I’m glad, I plan on feeding her a lot 
more of it if it always brings on this reaction. 


I’m glad we're sitting down, because in no time at all, I’m 
rock hard again and although I don’t feel like eating, I pick 
at my food to make sure she keeps taking mouthfuls of hers. 


“This is so good Sean. Where did you learn to cook, I love 
it!” 


She licks her lips, and makes more of those sounds. It’s 
getting to be more than I can take, everything she does now 
only makes me think of her while I stuff her full of my hot 
fat dick until she screams my name. 


“Sean? Are you okay?” she asks, looking a little self 
conscious because I’m just staring at her. 


“Tm just fine,” I tell her and point my fork towards her 
plate, “I’m glad to see you’re eating. Let’s have no more of 


this starving yourself, okay?” I tell her and she looks away. 


“I mean it, Tessa. I wanna see you eating three meals plus 
snacks.” I tell her firmly. 


It’s not the only thing I want to see in your mouth. 


She exaggerates a big bite of her food and chews it before 
swallowing it down. I know she’s hamming it up for me, but 
damn, I could watch her all day. Eating, sleeping, whatever. 
I could just stare at her all day long. 


“So...” she carries on after a few more bites, “...are you like 
a millionaire or something? If so, why bother doing camp? If 
you don’t mind me asking,” she adds, suddenly sheepish 
hearing her own questions spoken out loud. 


I chuckle to myself and shake my head a little. “That’s a 
good question and no I don’t mind you asking. You can ask 
me anything Tess, I mean that.” I say, really meaning it. 
Halfwishing she’d ask me something more along the lines 
of whether or not I think we should just get down to the 
business hanging in the air between us, but she’s too polite 
for that. 


“I don’t have to worry about money, that’s for sure but I do 
camp because I love it. I’ve been coming up here since I 
was a kid and one day...” 


I trail off, noticing the time already. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 
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“And one day? I ask him, noticing him looking at his watch 
suddenly, making a face. 


“Sorry, Tess,” he says, brushing his hair back with one hand 
casually. 


“.,.And one day I’d like my kids to come up here,” he says, 
his eyes suddenly burning into mine, like he’s telling me a 
thousand things without words. 


Like he’s dropping a huge hint. 


“Are you late for something?” I ask him, feeling sleepy from 
all the food and just the day so far. 


“T forgot to mention, when you first showed up. We have a 
little job to do, just a four mile round trip up the bluff and 
back. I need to check on one of the radio towers out there, 
it’s not registering a signal from down here.” 


“Four miles?” is all I can say. 


That’s a long walk after the side of beef I just ate. 


“I think I’ll just hang here, Sean. I do feel pretty tired and-” 
But he’s not having it. 


“Tm not leaving you here alone Tessa. I mean it. If I have to 
carry you up that damned hill I will, now c’mon. We have a 
job to do here and I won’t have my gir-... err... I mean. I 
won't have my staff not taking part. What sort of example 
would that set?” 


I heard what he just said, even though he corrected 
himself I heard him fine just now. 


My heart leaps and I feel like I could fly up a mountain side 
with Sean after hearing him say that. 


Really? He called me his girl? Even though he corrected 
himself. 


He still said it! 


I stifle my squeal of delight and despite feeling so full I 
could just curl up and sleep, I readily agree to anything 
Sean suggests, including helping him with the dishes before 
we go. 


“Its getting late, but if we hustle, have a brisk hike, we 
should make it back in time for dinner,” he tells me, but all I 
can hear is the echo in my mind of my new two favorite 
words from his lips. 


My girl... 


Sean washes and I dry, standing next to him and watching 
his shoulders, arms and chest flexing so much even just 
from doing the dishes gives me suds of my own someplace. 


It’s like three dishes, but I wish it were three thousand. 


“Do you do the washing up every night,” I hear myself 
asking, sounding more like a teenager with a crush than the 


fully grown, college graduate I am. 


“Maybe I will, if you’ll dry every night,” he says, and shoots 
me a wink that weakens my knees. 


I’m not convinced I have low blood sugar. 


I’m certain I’m only missing one thing in my body and it’s 
hanging from in between Sean’s legs. 


OMG! I can’t believe the stuff I’m thinking. I wonder if he’s 
thinking half as much as I am... thinking about what he 
wants to do to his ‘girl.’ 


Four miles isn’t far for someone like Sean, who I can see 
works out every chance he gets. But for me, it’s a 
marathon. And it’s not a flat, level four miles either. It’s a 
hike and a half, up the bluff and back down. 


Sean being the leader, makes sure we have everything and 
are prepared, even though it’s only a walk in the park for 
him. 


“We have to take every task to heart, Tess.” He instructs 
me. “Once we have kids in our care here, it’s vital we follow 
our training and double check every step of the way... you 
good to go?” he asks me, and I can just feel myself about to 
burst again, standing as close as I dare to him, looking up 
into his eyes as he curls his lip into that sly look he’s giving 
me, holding out his huge hand in invitation, the gravel track 
awaiting me. 


“After you then,” he says followed by a low growl as I turn 
away from him, feeling shivers travel up my spine again, 
knowing he’s watching me walk and knowing it's turning 
him on. 


Who brings a clipboard on a hike? 


I’m keen to keep talking. I like Sean, as a person to I mean. 
I’m not just interested in his body. I want to get to know him 
as a person, and so far he’s blown me out of the water. 


What, with his first aid, cooking and teacher story. Let alone 
the fact he doesn’t have to be doing any of this stuff. He’s 
doing it to give other kids the experiences and skills he 
knows will last them a lifetime. 


I sigh just thinking about how great he is. 


I notice he’s spending a lot of time walking behind me, 
especially when we get to stone steps and small boulders. 


I’m really self-conscious to start with, but his grunts and 
groans he’s pretending of him huffing it up the hill are 
really different sounds to my ears. 


They sound like the calls of a male alpha, signaling his mate. 
Staking his claim before he makes a permanent impression. 


As the climb gets a little steeper, I really start to feel my 
fitness. 


Or rather, lack there of it. There was a physical at the 
induction but no real fitness test. Camp’s about equality and 
helping each other, so Sean’s the first to notice and gets 
ahead, only so he can give me a hand up in a few places as I 
need it. 


He holds out his hand and I feel it closing in a tight grip 
over mine, his clipboard moving enough for me to see his 
thick cock pointing straight up in his shorts and his whole 
body flexing as he pulls me up a few feet like I weigh 
nothing at all. 


We’re not even halfway up when, as much as I feel excited, 
turned on and thrilled to be with Sean, I start to feel 


something else down there. Something that fills me with 
dread. 


Something I forgot all about before I even came to camp. 
Chafing. 


I have thick thighs, and no matter the season or what I 
wear, if I walk enough I get chafing. 


Today’s no different and in no time I can feel it’s going to be 
murder on my thighs. I slow down and then hurry to catch 
up, Sean keeps asking if I’m okay and I lie, saying I’m fine. 


We finally reach the top of the bluff. It’s late in the 
afternoon and from the top near the radio tower, I can see 
down across the whole campsite, woods and out across the 
lake. 


“It’s beautiful,” I say out loud, trying for a moment to ignore 
the burning between my legs. 


“It sure is. It’s just perfection,” Sean says, and I turn to see 
him staring at me, not even looking at the view at all. It 
makes me blush hard and I start to tremble, suddenly 
anxious about the trip down, even though we only just got 
up here. 


If Sean knew about my chafing, I’d just die, I’d lay down on 
the trail and just die. I know I would. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


I totally forgot about checking the tower, it’s been like 
everything else on my roster for today. As soon as I saw 
Tessa, I forgot it all. I just wanted her. 


I still do. 


I fall back behind her, unable to help myself, unwilling to 
deny myself the sheer pleasure of watching her walk from 
behind. Those hips... that perfect ass. 


I can’t help but growl and groan with satisfaction, but it’s 
getting to the stage where looking isn’t enough. 


I need to claim her soon or Il just burst. Something inside 
me is driving me on, to make her mine. 


Not just a once off thing at camp. I’m talking, looking after 
her, protecting her. Making her my woman, Forever. 


Mine. 


She’s slowing down really quickly and by the time we’re 
half way up I can see the telltale signs of fatigue and 


probably something else too. 


Once we’re at the top, I’m proud of her for making it up 
without complaining. I know she’s making an effort so she 
can be close to me. And it makes me want her even more. 


She takes in the view, but I’m taking her in. The way the 
afternoon sun hits her curves, the wind teasing her hair. I 
can’t believe how lucky I am. 


“T’d better get up this tower and see what’s what,” I tell her. 


“Don’t wander off, Tess. I want you to stay put, in case 
something happens while I’m up there, okay?” 


She nods, but looks away quickly. Her face contorting in 
pain. 


“Tess? What is it, are you hurt?” I ask her, stepping over to 
her after climbing back down from the third rung of the 
steel ladder that runs up the center of the fifty foot tower. 


“Tm fine,” she says defensively, but I can tell she isn’t fine. 


“Alright.” I tell her softly, “I’ll be as fast as I can, just stay 
put.” 


I start my climb again, and looking up then down again, I 
guess how far up I am before I have to check the signal 
received from which height versus any signal being 
transmitted. 


I stop what I’m doing, totally unable to focus on anything 
except Tess. I look down and watch her trying to walk 
around, her legs wider than normal, and a look of pain on 
her face. 


I feel my jaw clench, and I swear quietly to myself. 


I should’ve known. 


Dammit! I’m supposed to be taking care of her, making sure 
nothing happens to her, not dragging her up hillsides until 
she’s red raw. 


I resolve to do my duty first, and find there’s a loose 
connection on a dish right near the top, which resumes 
transmission as soon as I adjust it. 


I climb back down, kicking myself every step of the way. I 
put my own selfish desires before common sense. I wanted 
to watch Tess walk instead of realizing how much 
discomfort she might be having from the hike. 


By the time I get down from the tower, I can see she’s 
pretty worked up, trying to keep her brave face on but it’s 
falling with each step I take towards her. 


“Oh Sean...” she whimpers helplessly, and I get to her just 
in time to help her sit herself down on some boulders. 


I put my arm around her waist to support her and she leans 
in against me, her arm straining to get around my neck and 
shoulders. 


“Ah, Tess. I’m sorry... I had no idea,” I tell her, settling her 
down and squatting in front of her, still taller than her head 
height, wanting nothing more than to go back in time and 
do it all differently. 


“Its alright,” she says, tears straining against her eyes as 
she grimaces again, setting her jaw hard and pretending 
she’s not hurting. 


“Tt’s not alright,” I tell her, taking her hands in mine and 
looking into her eyes, leaning in closer. 


“I’m supposed to be looking out for you, protecting you. Not 
this...” I say bitterly, turning my face away, not able to stand 
to see her hurting and unable to do anything about it. 


“Did you fix the tower?” she asks, sniffing back some more 
tears, and I nod in the affirmative. 


“T did. I think we should head back... it’ll start getting dark 
soon.” I tell her, registering her looks of protest. 


“You’re not walking back down, Tess. Don’t worry. I said I’d 
carry you myself, didn’t I? And I will.” 


“But,” she starts to protest, and before she can say another 
word I lift her up, murmuring my pleasure as I hook my 
arms gently underneath her. Lifting her up and feeling her 
safe once again, resting against my chest, her arms hooking 
around my neck as she makes her own little sounds. Some 
tiny winces of pain but mostly content, happy sounds. 


“You'll never carry me all the way,” she says softly, so close 
to my ear I can feel her hair against my neck and face, and I 
turn towards hers. 


Less than an inch is between us, our lips almost touching 
and I feel her start to quiver in my arms, her hands tracing 
the back of my neck as I slowly move my lips towards hers. 


“We should go then,” she says suddenly, and I open my eyes 
wider with a start, smiling in agreement, reminding myself 
of what I just told her. 


“Yeah, it'll be getting dark soon enough, we should head 
back.” 


“T thought I’d be okay walking this far, but I guess not,” she 
sniffs after a while. 


I don’t want to embarrass her and I won’t talk about it 
unless she wants to. 


I shift my grip and she yelps a little, my hand riding up too 
far and touching a sore spot. 


“Sorry,” I say, making my own pained face. I do feel her 
pain, each step, each scrape of her skin against the thick 
cotton she’s wearing. 


It’s the shortest few miles I’ve ever hiked and I could go on 
carrying her forever, just feeling her softness melting into 
my body with each step. 


Towards the end of the trail I look down, noticing she’s 
fallen asleep. Like an angel in my arms, I feel more than 
ever like bending down to kiss her, but I want her to be 
awake for that. I want her to remember our first kiss. 


It’s back to the infirmary, there’s the perfect ointment there 
to help with chafing. And after that... well. We’ll just see 
what happens after that. 


CHAPTER NINE 
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I only wake up once he sets me down again. It’s like I could 
sleep forever in his arms, only waking when he isn’t holding 
me, and once I feel the sting of that damned chafing start 
up again. 


“Oh my god, Sean... I feel ridiculous! Tell me you didn’t 
carry me all that way?” I ask him, trying to sit up but feeling 
his strong hand on my shoulder, his face calm and kind. 


“You’ve had quite a day, Tess. I got this... You have no idea 
the two most common problems here. Poison ivy and 
chafing.” 


I feel myself turning beet red, hot with embarrassment. 


“It’s nothing to be ashamed of Tess,” he continues, slipping 
on a pair of examination gloves. 


“I get it too sometimes, let’s take a look.” 


But I don’t want him to look. 


I mean, I want him to do all kinds of things to me, sure. But 
not like this, not when I’m all red and ugly down there. 


Sean’s waiting patiently beside the exam table, looking 
down at me with his dark eyes, his chiseled jaw set firm. 


“If you just give me some ointment... I can do it myself.” I 
protest feebly and Sean nods. 


“Okay, that’s quite alright. I’m sorry if I...” 


But I see my hand darting out to his as he goes to take his 
glove off. 


“Maybe... maybe you could just take a look,” I hear myself 
saying, and it’s like the on switch flips to the thumping in 
my chest, and I hear Sean’s low growl of approval again. 


“TIl only take a look,” he promises, and I shiver a breath in, 
suddenly unaware of any pain or discomfort. 


“Now. Can you sit up for me... that’s it,” he murmurs, 
“That’s perfect.” 


I sit up and open my legs for him. My shorts ride up a little 
and I wince, feeling the hem brushing over the chafed parts 
of my thighs. 


“Hmmm.” Sean says in a deep tone, leaning in for a closer 
look. 


“T have some ointment which works wonders every time but 
those shorts will have to come off, Tess.” 


I feel my head nodding, my chest going so hard I feel like 
my nipples will snap off. 


Sean’s breathing getting harder and without even looking, I 
know the front of his shorts are too. 


I know if it was anyone else, Sean would be professional, 
but this is something I want. I want him to touch me, 
chafing or not. 


I realized the only way to cure the effect he’s having on me 
is to yield to him completely. 


And I know he feels the same. He moves in closer now, his 
body between my legs, our faces almost touching again. 


“You’re mine now, Tess. D’you understand?” he says firmly. I 
feel my head continue to nod, my hand moving up to touch 
the front of his shorts, making me shudder once I feel the 
hot thickness behind the material, making Sean groan 
deeply. 


“Let’s get you out of those shorts. We’ll deal with your rash 
first... then we’ll see what else needs attending to...” 


Sean is so gentle, but so strong. He manages to support my 
legs with his quads as I lift up my rear, letting him slide my 
shorts off. 


I’m breathing so hard I can hardly hear anything. 


The rush of blood to my mound is so intense, I feel a sound 
escape me as I start to shiver, feeling like I’m going to wet 
myself or something. 


“Sean,” I whimper, jerking hard as his hands rest at the top 
of my thighs, spreading them further apart. The movement 
opening my hot pussy all the way and letting him see 
through my drenched white cotton briefs. 


I gasp and shudder again. Fuck ointment. I want Sean and I 
want him now. 


He’s the cure for everything and I want him to touch me 
right between my legs more than anything else in the whole 
world. 


“Tell me what you want, Tess.” He commands me, and I 
hear another low moan escape me, my own hands tracing 
the shape of my chest through my top, cupping my breasts 
and squeezing them together for Sean to see, drawing a 
fresh line of moisture from me. 


His effect on me is hypnotic, I want him, and I know he 
wants me to tell him to claim me. 


“T want you to lick me, Sean... suck me down there,” I hear 
myself saying, reaching for his neck, trying to pull his face 
towards mine. Everything I’ve been holding back, 
everything I’ve told myself not to even think is pouring from 
my lips. 


“Tell me you’re mine, Tessa. Tell me you want to be mine 
and mine alone,” he growls. 


“T do,” I whimper, “I’m yours Sean... uhhh... pleeeaaasseee 
Sean.” 


I feel my eyes fluttering as I start to shake uncontrollably, I 
grunt with my eyes shut as I feel Sean’s lips and mouth 
press firmly over my pussy, his thick fingers jerking my 
panties to one side. 


We both let out a loud moan as he finally tastes me for the 
first time. 


I grip his head with both my hands, my own hanging back 
as I sammer his name out. 


His cheeks are scratching my thighs with his stubble, it 
smarts against my raw chafing but I don’t care anymore, his 
touch is more important than anything else. My need for 
him on me, in me is overpowering everything else. 


CHAPTER TEN 


I really only intended to look at her chafing, to put some 
ointment on it. But once I get closer to her, her open legs 
pressing against mine and that look in her eyes. It’s too 
late. 


We both know it’s useless to keep pretending this isn’t 
happening. 


I’m staggered by how beautiful she is up close. Her warmth 
is pouring into me and once I have her shorts off, I feel 
myself twitching inside my own, about to come but I can’t. 


Not yet. 


I have to save it for her, all of it. Once she tells me she’s 
mine, that she wants this more than anything, I know I’m 
truly lost but at the same time, I’m home. 


My breathing is erratic, my hands are all over her but 
there’s only one thing I want and it’s to taste her in my 
mouth as she comes hard. 


I do take care not to touch her where she’s sore, but the 
way she’s thrashing around, grinding up into my mouth and 
grabbing my head with both hands as she pushes me 
harder against her pink mound, I don’t think she’s in any 
pain right now. 


Quite the opposite 


I’m kneeling down on one knee, my own arousal riding up 
so high and hard it’s straining against the top of my shorts, 
which I try to free with one hand, but I just can’t get 
enough of Tessa. 


With both hands, I cup her perfect ass cheeks, lifting her 
slightly as she wraps her legs around my neck, her moans 
are fast becoming a long, single cry, which sends her whole 
body stiffening for a moment, before she shudders deeply. 


I press my mouth over the whole of her wetness, savoring 
the taste of her as I feel her coming straight onto my 
tongue. 


She calls out my name and I growl deep with satisfaction, 
knowing I’ve staked my claim and she’ll soon be mine one 
hundred percent. 


I’ve marked her with my mouth now, and she’s covered me 
with her scent. 


I let her hold me in place, enjoying the aftershocks of her 
climax, which I can control a little longer with delicate flicks 
of my tongue in all the right places. 


After I know she’s spent, I bring my face up to hers. Our 
first kiss has us both in it. The wet saltiness from her climax, 
her own essence, mixed with my mouth. 


It’s the only kiss I know TIl ever want, and from the only lips 
I know I'll ever kiss again. 


Looking her over once more, I notice her chafing rash isn’t 
so bad after all, and I can tell it will heal quickly if she stays 
off her feet. Preferably with her legs apart for as long as 
possible. 


Something I think I should be able to help her with. 


“How’s it looking?” She gasps a breath, and I can only smile 
a satisfied look, eager to have more of her. Eager to be 
inside of her. 


“Tt’ll heal up, but I think we’ll have to keep your legs open 
for a little while longer.” 


I’m pleased with my comment, but I can see she’s looking 
concerned. 


“T didn’t hurt you did I?” I ask her and she shakes her head. 


She winches a little, moving her legs closer together and 
starts to sit up all the way on the exam table. 


“What is it?” 
She’s almost cringing, gasping trying to find her voice. 


“C’mon, Tess. Out with it.” I say, eager to know what’s upset 
her. 


“Pm a virgin, Sean....I’ve never even kissed anyone, let 
alone done... done anything like this.” 


It takes a lot for her to say it out loud, I can see. And I can 
see she’s embarrassed, her face is flushed and she’s looking 
at the doorway, maybe looking for a way out. 


But I feel differently. 


I feel like it’s the best news ever, and I tell her so. 


I hold her close, kissing the top of her head and rubbing her 
back, feeling her body jump and jerk from her post- 
climactic sensations as I press my body against hers. 


“Aww, Tess, do you think I mind? Huh? Do you think that 
matters?” 


Cupping her face in my hands, I plant another kiss on her 
lips, tenderly pressing mine to hers. 


“It’s perfect, just like you. It means you'll only ever belong 
to me which is what I want. I think it’s what we both want, 
isn’t it?” 

She nods, but she’s still looking uncertain. 

“It’s all just happening so fast,” she squeaks, but her hand 


reaches for the front of my shorts again, rubbing her flat 
palm up and down the length of my cock. 


“We can wait if you want,” I tell her, but it feels like I’m 
about to explode if she keeps doing that. 


The sound of a truck pulling up on the gravel outside makes 
us both look up and away from each other for a moment. 


A deep growl of disapproval comes from my chest. I take a 
large step over to the window, brushing back the curtain 
and grunt. 


It’s the local parks and wildlife ranger, Brad. 


I feel my back straighten right away. Brad’s only a few years 
older than Tessa, and an okay guy. But he’s what I would 
call, ‘invading my territory’ right now and I make another 
low sound that I hope he picks up on. 


“Stay here.” I growl. 


I can’t pretend to be surprised. A beauty like Tessa in the 
woods is bound to bring out every young buck from a mile 


around. 
But this one’s taken. 


She’s mine and that’s all there is to it. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 
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I don’t think I did anything wrong, but as soon as Sean sees 
the ranger’s truck pull up he gets a cold look in his eyes. 
Like he’s suddenly uber-protective of the whole camp or 
maybe just me. 


He orders me to stay put and I feel a thrill. I love it when 
he’s firm with me. Like when he orders me to eat, or how he 
spoke to me when I fainted. 


Not in a disrespecting way, but in his strong, commanding 
way. 


The man can cook too, as well as what he just did with his 
tongue... OMG if he isn’t perfect I don’t know who is... 


Curiosity has me wanting to get up and take a look at 
what's happening, but I remember what Sean just said. 


More to the point, I remember how he said it. Like he 
meant business, so I tell myself to mind my own and wince a 
little as I slip my shorts back on and take a seat. 


I hope I haven’t blown my chances with him, I don’t want 
him to think I’m some sort of tease or a complete idiot but I 
really have no experience with sex so I figure the best thing 
is to be honest. 


I could never lie to Sean and I know he wouldn’t lie to me, if 
he couldn’t sense it in the first place, I figure telling him I’m 
a virgin might explain some things. 


Maybe he doesn’t like fat girls after all... now that he’s had 
a good look at you he might be thinking it’s beneath him to 
waste his time on you. 


I groan out loud, screwing my face up. 


Shut up! Sean likes me, a lot. He just told me being a virgin 
was what he wanted. 


Plus, Sean doesn’t seem to mind curves. I’ve heard some 
guys actually really get turned on by them, but seriously? 


I can’t see it myself but he did just carry me down a 
mountain side and growled out telling me I’m his forever. 


I’m not sure how much clearer he could spell it out for me. 
My own self doubt. 


Even when things are going great, I always seem to look for 
the worst in the best situations. 


I can hear Sean and the ranger talking. I’m a camp 
counselor too, so I figure there’s no harm in a little 
eavesdropping. 


I move myself closer to the open doorway so I can hear 
what they’re saying. 


“Take it easy, Sean! I just came by when I couldn’t get you 
on the radio, then your cell. I just wanted to see how things 


were... make sure you knew about that weather cell coming 
in.” 


Sean’s saying something, but it’s so low, so gruff I can’t 
make it out. 


He doesn’t sound like he’s being friendly either, which 
really doesn’t seem like Sean at all. 


I feel my fingers wringing in my palms, undecided at what I 
should do. I know Sean said to stay put, but I don’t want 
him starting any trouble with the ranger either. 


As soon as I step out of the doorway onto the porch, I geta 
clearer picture. The look Sean shoots me and then to the 
ranger says it all. 


He’s protecting his territory and this guy’s just wandered in 
on the wrong man’s patch. 


Sean instantly puts himself between me and the ranger, 
who’s trying to introduce himself. 


“I’m Tessa, hi!” I say, leaning out so I can see him from 
behind Sean, who’s really not wanting the guy to even look 
at me. 


“Brad. Uh... I was just trying to explain to Sean here about 
the weather rolling in. You guys wanna batten down the 
hatches, there’s a huge weather cell headed straight for 
us.” 


“Brad was just leaving,” Sean growls, keeping his eyes on 
the ranger the whole time and inching towards him, 
herding him back towards his truck. 


“Is everything alright here, Tessa?” Brad asks, “Just doin’ 
my job here... making sure folks are safe.” 


I give him an awkward smile and two thumbs up, but Sean’s 
practically pushing him back into his truck with his chest. 


“Okay then! If you get stuck you know where to reach me.” 
Brad calls out from his open window, shaking his head to 
himself as he winds it up all the way. And just like that, as 
quickly as he appeared, he’s gone. The breeze from the 
opposite direction taking on a sudden chill, picking up to a 
low gust and making a few loose items around the camp 
start to move around loudly 


Sean strides up the parking lot, about half way. His hands 
on his hips, not turning back to me until he’s satisfied the 
ranger’s gone. 


What the hell was all that about? 
But I don’t have to wait long for Sean to make me see. 


“I told you to stay inside Tess,” he says firmly before he 
catches himself sharing the same attitude with me as he 
gave the ranger. 


“What was that?” I ask him, hugging him as he pulls me 
closer to him by my waist. 


“Just bad timing,” he says in a low tone. “I finally have you 
all to myself, about to... well. He’s gone now and that’s all 
there is to it.” 


He squeezes me tighter, then holds me out from him, 
looking me over with his mouth turning up into a grin 
again. 


“T just want you all to myself, Tess. Is that so wrong?” he 
says, and pecks my lips. 


“No.” I tell him truthfully, “But what about when a whole 
campsite full of other people show up, what then?” 


His eyes narrow and he frowns, looking up at the sky. 


“Just know that you belong to me now, Tessa. Nobody else. 
You’re mine, understand?” he asks me, and I squeeze him 
right back, pressing my face into his huge chest, resting my 
palms flat against his solid body. 


“TIl always be yours Sean, no matter what.” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


I almost used to look forward to Brad stopping by, once 
upon a time. We’ve even shared a few root beers on 
occasion, but not today. He’s too close for my liking and I 
don’t relax until I know he’s gone for good. Until I see his 
truck fade out into the distance. 


It’s not until he’s gone that I realize just how tense I am, 
how badly I wanted to physically keep him away from my 
camp. To keep him well away from Tessa. 


It’s not until he’s gone that I remember he’s a happily 
married man, too. But I don’t care. I don’t want anybody, 
especially men sniffing around my woman. And he 
interrupted us, right when we were about to... well. It’s put 
me in a fine mood to say the least. 


There is bad weather rolling in, I hadn’t noticed it when I 
was up by the tower, nor when I checked the reports today. 
The whole day so far has been about Tessa and I’d like to 
keep it that way. 


We have a few days before anyone’s supposed to come up 
here, and ld like to enjoy them with her. 


Enjoy her, all to myself. 


“Are you gonna put some ointment on me still?” she asks, 
looking hesitant again, and I grin like a fool at the thought, 
every other mood of mine vanishing at the very thought of 
touching her again. 


Touching her down there, feeling her silky smooth skin 
underneath my hands. 


“Why do you think I don’t want anyone around?” I ask her, 
and swinging hands, we make our way back into the 
infirmary, to pick up where we left off. 


But I don’t want to claim my woman in a first aid bay. She 
needs the best of the best, which is something I know we 
don’t have here at Beaver Pines, but I can certainly make 
sure we’re more comfortable. 


I grab some ointment from the supply room and ask Tessa if 
she’d like to see the staff quarters and the rest of the 
campsite. 


“You haven’t really had the grand tour yet... our hike was in 
the other direction,” I tell her, unable to stop my eyes from 
tracing the outline of her body as she wiggles on the spot 
with delight. Her eyes drift from my bulging crotch, to my 
eyes, then to the ointment I’m holding which has her name 
on it. 


“T’d love to see your room,” is all she can say, and I couldn’t 
agree more. 


“T’ll show you around on the way,” I tell her, putting my arm 
around her and guiding her out of the infirmary, past the 
office and mess hall, up towards the cabins. 


“Tt’s changed a little since I was here last,” she says, which 
is true. The whole place is laid out different but it’s mainly 
just upgraded cabins and shower blocks. Some extra safety 
gear here and there, but mostly it’s the same because of the 
natural setting. 


“T think it looks better than it ever did,” I tell her and I 
mean it. Now that she’s here. 


Tessa. 


I don’t know if I’ve stopped saying her name to myself since 
she got here. It’s like my new heartbeat. 


My everything. 


“How’s the... uhh...” I ask, only looking down at her legs. I 
don’t want to keep bringing it up, but I want her to be 
comfortable. I want her to be alright. 


“Much better,” she sighs with dreamy eyes, leaning into me 
and then yelping straight away, but laughing to herself 
about it. 


“There’s the dorms over there, and just over here... is the 
staff accommodation.” 


Her body leads us both towards the staff quarters, and I 
figure we can check out the dorms where the campers stay 
tomorrow. Maybe the next. 


I laugh to myself, making her ask what’s so funny. 


“Tt’s everything I’m supposed to be doing. I haven’t done it 
since you turned up... I think I’m finished... Washed up as a 
camp counselor!” I exclaim jokingly. But I also think I might 
be right. 


“Am I really getting in the way that much?” she asks me, “I 
guess I’ve broken all the rules myself, haven’t I?” 


“We both have.” I remind myself. It’s the bridge I’ll have to 
cross when I get to it, but for now there’s nothing we can 
do. 


I couldn’t even remember to check the weather alerts with 
Tessa here. All I want to do is be with her. 


And for now, that’s what I intend to do. It’s getting dark 
now and I don’t think either of us is in the mood for 
anything else except hitting the play button that was 
paused just now. 


Staff dorms are shared cottage style accommodation, with 
mine still being the original design. I spend a fair bit of time 
up here, even in the off season, so it’s my home away from 
home. 


Truth be told, it has been my home for about a year now, I 
just haven’t felt like going back to the city. 


“This is so not you,” she Tessa says, commenting on the 
small country style cottage, which I have to stoop down to 
get into. 


“T only use it for sleeping in,” I laugh, bumping my head on 
a hurricane lamp. “I spend most of my day outdoors or in 
the office.” 


“Is there that much paperwork to do, running a camp, I 
mean?” she asks, taking her time to look over everything, 
like she already feels at home. 


Her eyes widen as she takes in the place, building a mental 
map of who she thinks I really am by what I surround 
myself with. 


I hate to let her down, but it’s the truth. I really only come 
here to sleep. It’s more like a storage room than a cottage. 


My bedroom, for sleeping, I keep neat and pretty spartan. I 
have some weights and a big screen TV, and my bed. 


“We don’t have to...” I start to say, but Tessa’s hands are on 
my body like my mind is on hers and in moments we’re 
locked in a passionate embrace, knowing we won’t be 
disturbed this time. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
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I figure if we’re breaking the rules, we may as well shatter 
them, not just chip them around the edges. Sean doesn’t 
seem overly concerned with what we’re doing. He doesn’t 
see it as wrong. 


I tell myself l'll make arrangements to defer from being a 
counselor this year if it’s going to cause a problem. I don’t 
want to cost Sean his job. 


With the sun down now and the lights low in his cottage, I 
feel more comfortable about everything. I feel less inhibited 
and I definitely feel ready for him to claim me now. 


I think it was just as well we were interrupted earlier, if that 
ranger had come in a few minutes later... Sean would’ve 
done him some harm, I’m sure of it. 


Sean’s been so good to me, being such a gentleman even 
though I know he wanted to claim me as soon as he laid 
eyes on me. And here we are, I don’t want to wait a minute 
longer, it’s a scary kind of exciting, but I trust Sean like no 


other and I want to give him my gift, to be his and nobody 
else’s. 


I feel the thrill of taking the first step, Sean wanting to ask 
me if I’m sure, but I let my hands and body give the answer. 


“That’s my girl,” he growls in my ear, bending low to nuzzle 
my neck as I walk backwards towards his huge bed. 


Big guy, big bed and I’m grateful for it. It takes up half his 
cottage and we fall onto it together, Sean’s weight on me 
feels like a big warm blanket I just want to lose myself in 
forever. 


I lay back and let Sean undress me. He starts with my 
shorts taking my panties with them, and I feel much better 
as soon as they come off, my whole bottom half naked and 
with Sean’s hands running over it making me tear at my 
own top, which he helps me out of in a second soon followed 
by my bra. 


He wants to look at me, I can see his eyes lit up as he traces 
over my body with his gaze. 


“I want to see you too.” I protest, clutching at his clothes, 
which he tears off, a button popping from his shorts and his 
singlet in shreds as he pulls it off in pieces like a wrestler, 
making me gasp again at just how strong he is without 
being showy about it. 


His huge arms and shoulders ripple in the dim light as he 
hovers over me, letting his skin tease mine with the lightest 
touch of his naked body on mine, but my hands are fishing 
for what I really want. 


What I need. 


“T should’ve done this the first moment I laid eyes on you,” 
he murmurs, kissing my stiff chest, taking one of my breasts 


in his mouth and sucking hard on my nipple, making me 
claw into his back with hands like talons, raking along his 
hard muscles as I feel them flex against my own softness. 


He’s big down there, that’s no exaggeration, and I know it’ll 
take some doing to fit all of him inside me, but I’m so wet 
already, so primed for him. 


“Tell me to make you mine again, Tessa. Let me hear you 
say you want it...” he growls, one of his hands gripping my 
hip as he holds himself up with his other tree trunk of an 
arm, as I claw at as if I’m a wild cat. 


“T want you inside me, Sean... please... take me... make me 
yours.” 


Our eyes locked, and a firm hand each on his thick length, 
we both gently guide him inside me, making my eyes widen 
as I gasp. 


“Holy...” 


He’s only a little way inside and I feel like I’m about to 
explode myself, his thick, smooth head starting to pulse and 
twitch, making us both gasp and moan before he lets out 
another low growl, edging even deeper inside me. 


He grunts and I gasp aloud again, his entire length pulsing 
inside me as I feel the tiniest stab of pressure before a wave 
of relief, a kind of wet joy flow over both of us. 


“Mine,” he snarls into my neck, biting his way down to my 
chest, starting to gnaw gently on my nipples in turn as his 
solid thickness starts to thrust in and out of me. 


My own hips start to move on their own, and in no time, we 
have our own sensual rhythm going. The threat of an early 
finish is replaced with a new feeling, the most amazing, 
closest and sexiest feeling I’ve ever known. 


With my man, my only. 


I know I’m his now and it makes me want to cry tears of joy. 
Sensing my emotions, Sean slows his thrusts and traces his 
hands over my body while holding himself inside me, flexing 
inside while his hands trace over me on the outside. 


The pressure is building, I can feel it, Sean puts his arms on 
either side of me as I grip his iron tight ass, which feels 
even better than it looks. 


My own breath matches his thrusts until I hear him swear, 
then cry my name as I try to stammer his. 


Both of us share the same moment of release, and I groan 
deeply, feeling his seed flow inside me, hoping I can have 
his babies grow inside me soon, willing a new life to flow 
from his seed into me. 


Our family. The life I know I want from now on. Only Sean, 
us, forever. 


“Did you feel that?” he asks, his breath heaving. 


“Did you feel it too?” I ask him, knowing we both mean 
more than just the powerful climax we both shared. 


Something magical happened, I just know it and I kiss him 
like I want to kiss him every day from now on. His mouth 
hard on mine, our breath matched by our continued 
movement as we both enjoy the aftershocks and waves of 
post climactic pleasure that we share. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


I don’t want to move, I want to stay inside Tessa forever, to 
let her know she’s mine body and soul. 


I know something special happened, and it makes me more 
certain than ever that I know I was right to claim her when 
I did, I know that our future is together and the first 
glimmer of our future family is inside her now. 


Gripping her under her arms, I roll over so she can rest on 
top of me, keeping me inside her still as we lay there, just 
holding onto each other. I don’t need to say anything and 
neither does she. 


I run my hands over her perfect ass, claiming every inch of 
her as she melts into me, almost asleep now as I pull the 
covers over us both. 


“Can we sleep like this?” she mumbles, almost to herself, 
and I smile. I don’t move an inch, content to stay in this 
position all night if she wants, she’s totally worth it. 


I don’t know how long I lay there, feeling her against me, 
listening to her breathing as she sleeps. Her hands curled 
up under her chin as she rests against my chest like a cat. 


The distant rolling of thunder and the shaking of the glass 
in the windows reminds me of something else as I lose my 
fight against the blackness of sleep as it weighs down my 
eyes. 


There’s something I forgot to do, something I should’ve 
done, but I tell myself it can all wait until morning. 


The sound of thunder, wind and rain is louder than ever, but 
that’s not what jolts me awake. 


The door of the cottage is slamming against the frame, 
unlocked and wide open. 


But it’s the feeling of not having Tessa on me anymore that 
wakes me. Not having her in my bed. My hand snaps 
backwards in the darkness, stabbing at the empty mattress, 
the jolt in my chest at the realization she’s gone makes me 
leap out of bed and to the door in one movement. 


There’s more than a storm outside, it’s looking like tornado 
weather. It’s rare but does happen in these parts if there’s a 
cold enough jet stream from the north. Not too uncommon 
this time of year and it’s been a few years since we’ve had 
any. 


I curse to myself under my breath. 


I should've checked the weather! I knew I forgot 
something, that damned Brad... he was trying to warn us 
and I chased him away. 


None of that matters now, I need to find Tessa, and I’m 
hoping she’s only braved going out of the cottage to use the 
communal bathroom but... 


I make my way to the door to peer outside but it's pitch 
black, I try the lights. 


Nothing. 
Power’s down and the generator hasn’t kicked in either. 
Something else I forgot to check yesterday. 


I bang my head on the damned hurricane light again, and 
almost consider putting it to use but we have plenty of 
flashlights with full charge, that much I did remember and I 
have light in a few seconds. 


I spend a few minutes pulling on some clothes and my 
boots. No good running out into this weather without being 
prepared, but my first priority is to find Tessa, she should’ve 
been back by now if she was going to the bathroom... why 
wouldn’t she wake me up? 


Why didn’t I hear her get up? 


A huge crack of thunder answers my question for me. If I 
slept through this, it’s no wonder I didn’t hear her leave. I 
slept like the dead, which is unusual for me, but then again, 
I did wear myself out in the best possible way with Tessa. 


But why Tess? Why would you go? 


Where would she go is more important right now. I need to 
find her, and fast. Scanning the floor of the bedroom, I don’t 
see her clothes. I remember peeling them off her, so she’s 
dressed in her shorts and her top at least. 


Not much in this weather. 


I take the flashlight and throw on a jacket before closing 
the door behind me, huffing it down to the bathroom block 
and calling out for Tess, but there’s no answer. I stop, 
cocking my ear to try and listen for any sign of her, but 
there’s only wind, rain and plenty of thunder. 


This wind I don’t like. 


I’ve been in a couple of tornadoes up here and it wasn’t a 
fun experience. They can touch down in seconds and come 
from nowhere. 


If I’d checked the weather, we would’ve stayed someplace 
else, the new office building has a basement built under it 
for just such an emergency. 


But, we're not having a tornado... yet. I remind myself. 


The wind has made light of a lot of the stuff we didn’t put 
under cover or tie down, mostly outdoor furniture and a 
barbecue, making a silent spectacle underneath the roar of 
the wind as they get dragged along. 


I call out until my throat hurts, checking the mess hall and 
then the office. 


Nothing. 


All my training. Everything I know to be logical and calm in 
a situation like this, flies away from me. My mind is like this 
wind, I can’t think clearly. 


I just want her back. I should have looked after her. I swore 
I’d look after her... she’s mine now. 


“Tessa!” I call out her name, the wind throwing it back in 
my face until I roar it so loud I can hear her name echoing 
despite the terrible storm. 


Like the dragging of the furniture, I don’t hear it, but the 
tell-tale red lights of her purple Volkswagen light up in the 
darkness. 


She’s a good hundred yards from where I am, and I start to 
sprint towards the lights, but she’s going faster than I can 
run in just a few seconds. 


I call out her name again, the stabbing pain in my chest not 
from yelling myself hoarse, or from running around the 
whole camp. 


It’s the pain I feel at her leaving. 
Leaving without saying anything. 
Leaving without me. 
Something’s not right. 


I know she wouldn't just leave like this. And I won’t just let 
her go either. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
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I’ve never liked storms, and even being so close to Sean 
isn’t enough to keep me brave. 


Being back at camp, in a storm like this. 


It brings it all back as fast and as frightening as one of 
those sheets of lightning outside. 


It scares me half to death, and the fresh memory of it makes 
me shiver. 


How could I have forgotten? It was one of the most 
humiliating nights of my life, but there were so many after 
that one, most of high school then college... I just learned to 
switch off the cruelty of some people. The shallowness and 
ignorance that some people just seem to be born with. 


Wake Sean up, he'll understand. 


I’m scared, confused. And a big part of me feels like a 
frightened little girl again. But I hadn’t really forgotten, I 
just pushed it down with all the rest. 


It’s the real reason I wanted to be a counselor, to come 
back to camp and face the memory. Face that childhood 
fear of the dark. Fear of storms and most of all, the fear of 
being different. 


The heavy girl that no boy wanted and no girls wanted to be 
seen with. 


Wake him up...tell him how you feel.. it’s perfectly natural 
to get frightened during storms, and to have flashbacks 
when you visit the place you had a traumatic event as a 
child. 


My adult brain sounds logical, but it’s quickly drowned out 
by the loud thunder, the wind and once the lights pop and 
I’m plunged into darkness, it’s like that night all over again. 


I can’t take it. 


Oh, why won’t Sean wake up? Can’t he hear what’s 
happening, it sounds like the freakin’ world is ending out 
there. 


I’m so scared, it doesn’t even feel real anymore. I just want 
to go home, but I’m confused. If it wasn’t for Sean I 
wouldn’t even know where I am, but he won’t wake up, I 
even try shaking him some but he’s totally out of it. Every 
time I try to call out to him a deafening crash of thunder 
drowns me out, sending my anxiety through the roof. 


I’ve never been able to sleep like that, especially during a 
storm. 


My teeth are chattering and I’m not sure if it’s because I’m 
cold, scared or both. 


I manage to get out of the bed, not looking at the windows 
with the shapes of tree branches scratching at them like 
twisted fingers. I find my clothes and dress myself still 


shivering. I decide I’ll go back down to my car, get some 
warmer clothes and then come back. 


If I can face the fear of the storm, walk through it and just 
get to my car and back, I should be fine. 


Overcoming fears is about facing them Tessa. 


Sean makes a sound in his sleep which gets drowned out by 
more thunder and I jump, feeling myself squeak with fear 
but I can’t hear anything. This storm is no ordinary storm. 


Either way, I’m gonna need more clothes than just these 
shorts and a skimpy top. 


I’ve got a whole trunk full of clothes, enough for the whole 
summer and I packed for any weather. 


I just need to get down there. 


There’s no need to creep in silence, it’s so damned loud. 
The wind is louder than anything now, it sounds like a 
vacuum and I wonder if that’s the reason Sean isn’t waking 
up, it’s like a giant wash of white noise blocking everything 
out. 


The door to the little cottage rips out of my hand, feeling 
like it’s about to be blown off its hinges and I do my best to 
secure it before creeping down the path towards the dark 
shapes which suddenly look nothing like the sunny, warm 
and bright campsite I saw earlier. 


I can’t see my car from the cottage, and try my best to 
retrace my steps as I attempt to recall the way Sean and I 
took to get here. I was so engrossed in watching him, 
feeling his arm around me that I barely took any notices of 
where we were going. 


I remember the new dorms he pointed out, they look lighter 
against the darkness of the night but still remind me of the 


buildings that used to be there. 
Those old, wide porch, red brick buildings. 


I shudder at the memory, it’s as though the voices of the 
past are carried in the howling wind that starts to sting my 
ears and numb my body. 


I should’ve stayed in the cottage... I should’ve stayed with 
Sean. 


Something moves past me quickly, brushing my leg and 
making me jump with fear. I can’t tell if it’s an animal or 
something else. There’s so much debris being blown 
around. Lawn chairs and all kinds of things being blown out 
from the pitch blackness of the woods surrounding the 
camp. 


I end up running through the dark, stumbling towards what 
I hope is the parking lot where I left my car. 


My legs feel hot, with the searing pain in my thighs 
reminding me of the day before, of the way Sean carried me 
all the way down the hillside. 


Reminding me how much my legs rub together, even when I 
walk, let alone try to run. 


With the wind echoing the torments of the past, all the 
voices of those kids who avoided me by day and then played 
on my fears at night after crying myself to sleep seem to 
loom over me from behind. 


I don’t dare look back, the feeling that something terrible is 
behind me is too much to take. 


I gasp with relief when I see my car, finally. 


It’s not where I thought it would be, and I’m even more 
relieved to see it when I find it unlocked and the keys still 


inside. 


Faithfully, the old bug chugs to life and I feel my hands 
shaking on the wheel, my voice stammering out loud as a 
panicked sound chatters from my freezing lips. 


I don’t even know what I’m so afraid of, I just know I can’t 
go back, only forward. My plan to come down to the car for 
some clothes and then go back to Sean has failed. 


I don’t know what I’m thinking by the time I feel the car 
starting to move forward. I have the idea that I can drive 
the car back toward the cottage, that way I don’t have to 
walk through the camp again, but the rain starts to come 
down so hard, so fast that I can hardly see, let alone make 
out which way I’m going. 


In a panic, I punch the accelerator and lean forward, 
peering out into the sheets of white needles slashing 
against my Car. 


I’m sorry Sean... 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


I can’t see if she’s alone, or if it's even really Tessa in her 
car as it pulls away, but there’s no other sign of her 
anywhere and I’m not about to sit around and wait to find 
out if it’s her or not. 


I sprint to my truck and find my phone on the passenger 
seat, lit up with messages, I also notice my laptop I’ve 
faithfully ignored all day. 


I just know it will have a ton of emails and the weather 
reports and warnings waiting for me when I finally do get 
around to opening it, but I don’t need a weatherman to tell 
me trouble is coming. 


I don’t need a genius to tell me Tessa’s taken off either, and 
she’s my only focus now. The same focus that made me 
forget about everything else I should’ve done yesterday, but 
she’s the only thing I care about now. The only thing that’s 
important to me. 


I rev the truck which throws up mud and I take off after 
those two, tiny pinpoints of red light which quickly blur into 


the distance and round the bend in the track. 


I can’t see the sky through this stormy darkness, but I can 
feel the air. It’s getting dry and cold too and even as I drive 
I let the window down and can feel as well as see the wind 
suddenly dying down. 


The calm before the real storm... 


I don’t have the radar map in front of me, but my instincts 
tell me that we’re both moving in the right direction, away 
from the camp. 


Did Tessa know there was a twister coming? 
She might have woken me to tell me... 


It’s something else. Something else has her, and when I get 
hold of it... I swear I’ll make it pay. 


Her bug can move that’s for sure. I have to take the corners 
carefully with a lot of the soft edges of the track washed 
away already. I grip the wheel tighter, leaning forward in 
my seat, urging myself forward to get to Tessa, willing her 
to be safe. Wishing she’d just stop so I can get us both out 
of here. 


Rounding the biggest bend in the track, I feel my stomach 
lurch as I see the bug’s headlights pointing up at a 
sickening angle. The car’s spun around and come to rest in 
a ditch. 


Skidding to a halt, I leap from the truck, furious at myself 
for even letting Tess out of my sight for a second. 


In a single movement I lift open the driver side door and 
breathe a sigh of relief. She’s there. 


She’s alright. Unhurt. 
She’s hysterical, but she’s not hurt. 


She’s crying and whimpering something, and when I reach 
into the car to scoop her up she fights my hands away, but 
only for a second. Only until I tell her it’s me. 


“Tessa!” I growl firmly, “It’s Sean, it’s me! I’m here now.” 


As soon as I touch her, as soon as my arms get under her 
and lift her up, I feel her arms going around my neck and 
her sobs are muted as she presses her face into the only 
place she belongs. Right there in my arms. 


I ask her if she’s hurt, but she looks fine. She only shakes 
her head, crying uncontrollably, murmuring something 
about the camp, about those girls. 


I fear she might’ve hit her head but there’s no time to hang 
around. There’s an eerie dark green glow in the sky behind 
us, right over the camp and I know in a second that we 
can’t go back there. 


There isn’t time. We have to get out of here before that 
storm cell hits. 


Grabbing the bag she has on her passenger seat as I scoop 
her up, I bundle Tessa back to my truck, sliding her into the 
passenger seat and take my jacket off to cover her with it. 
She clings to it like a life raft, smelling it and looking up, she 
finally realizes where she is. 


“You’re safe now, Tess. I got you... but we have to go,” I tell 
her, buckling her in and stopping only to plant a deep kiss 
on her lips as I hold her face in both my hands, 


“T’m never gonna let you go again,” I tell her. And I won't. 
Not ever. I swear it to myself and to her. 


“I’m sorry Sean...” She whimpers. “I just got so scared... I 
just...” 


I don’t let her finish. I can’t. None of it matters now that I 
have her again, we just need to keep moving. 


The wind’s died down and there’s an eerie silence, with only 
the rain making any noise. 


The faintest gray light in the east tells me it’s almost dawn, 
but the greenish black, inky sky to the north tells a different 
story, 


“The storm’s easing,” Tessa observes dreamily, looking a 
little startled when I punch the truck into gear, driving 
faster than ever along the track to get us going again. 


“Sean? What’s wrong...?” She asks, a tremor in her voice, “I 
said I was sorry.” 


I shake my head, wanting to reach out to her but needing 
both hands on the wheel. 


“Its not that. Tess. That storm? It’s about to become a 
tornado and I need us to get as far away from here as 
possible... why’d you run baby? What made you so scared?” 


I have to ask her. 


Between the storm and her taking off, it’s her disappearing 
act that has me worried the most. 


I glance over to her in the rear view, my eyes a question. 
She looks away, out the window and I can see her starting 
to shudder with tears again. 


“Tess,” I say, “Tell me what happened back there... what 
made you run?” 


She looks straight ahead, and I can see she’s summoning up 
the courage to tell me something. I just need to know she’s 
alright, that nothing back at the camp hurt her or 
threatened her in any way. 


“It was a long time ago,” she starts to say, “And until 
tonight, until just before, I’d made myself forget all about 
it.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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I’ve never been in a tornado, and I don’t think Sean wants 
to share one with me either. There was one out this way 
years ago, I heard it on the news, but it was long before or 
after I’d ever been to camp here. 


I enjoyed my trips up to Beaver Pines, I really did. But until 
tonight I’d always repressed the memories of those kids 
who were so cruel, so mean to me and the one time they 
took things too far. 


It’s hard enough for me to recall it in my own mind, let 
alone just blurt it all out to Sean. 


A lot of it’s so hazy in my mind anyway, to the point I often 
wonder if it really happened at all. But the reaction I had 
being near the place, the nightmares I still have trouble 
explaining. It doesn’t take Sigmund Freud to tell me I have 
an underlying issue with camp, even though I have so many 
fond memories of it too. 


Especially my Sean memories. 


Especially the most recent Sean memories. 


But before I can tell Sean anything, before I can even bring 
myself to relive that night. I have to know, why would Sean 
choose me? 


I can tell Sean has other things on his mind, but if he wants 
me, if he really wants to understand me, he’ll have to accept 
that I’m battling with his attraction to me. 


To one part of me, it just doesn’t make sense. 


“Why me, Sean?” I ask, making him frown. “Why do you 
want to be with me, you could have any girl you want?” 


“T don’t want any other girl, Tess.” He says flatly, without 
even thinking about it. “You’re mine now, I told you... we 
just... don’t you remember? Have you hit your head on 
something?” 


He looks concerned and protective, as always. Here I am 
griping about having the greatest man alive wanting me 
because I don’t believe it. Because it really does feel like it’s 
too good to be true. 


“What happened, Tess?” He asks me again, “Did something 
happen at camp? When you were younger? If it did, you 
could’ve come to any one of the counselors.” 


Sean is driving at speed, navigating the track away from 
the campsite, and as soon as we hit the sealed bitumen of 
the highway, he reaches out and takes my hand, giving it a 
squeeze. 


“I meant what I said, Tessa,” he reminds me, “you’re mine 
and only mine... remember how we felt together last night? 
Remember? Don’t tell me you don’t think that wasn’t real.” 


“T just don’t get how you could...” I start to say, but I feel all 
those old emotions boiling over again. 


The girls from the dorm, waking me up after lights out and 
dragging me to the old barn that used to be on the 
campsite. 


“Whoever told you to be so hard on yourself was wrong, 
Tessa,” Sean says, squeezing my hand again and then 
stroking my hair as he drives. 


“Now, you can tell me what happened or not, but it doesn’t 
change a thing. You’re my woman now, and I love you. 
You’re mine for keeps and I’m yours, whether you want to 
believe that or not. I’m not letting you go again, Tess. Not 
ever.” 


Hearing him say he loves me, it takes away all the pain, the 
fear and all my self-doubt from the past. All in one go. 


To hear Sean say it so clearly, so calmly and matter of fact. 
It’s the sweetest sound ever and all I can do is hear it 
echoing in my mind as I try and formulate a thought. To 
even begin to think where to begin again. 


“D’ya hear me, Tess?” he asks, looking into my eyes as he 
holds my face with one hand, his voice shaking a little as he 
says it again. 


“T love you.” 


My eyes narrow at the thought of those girls, what they did. 
It was harmless enough I suppose, might have seemed that 
way to some at the time. But it scared me to death. Made 
me afraid of the dark, scared of storms and I sure as hell 
never had bacon ever again. 


“What happened, Tess? Tell me,” Sean says gently, teasing 
it out of me like a splinter from an old wound 


“One of the last times I was at camp, there was a storm... 
not like tonight, but a different kind of storm.” 


I notice Sean ducking his head, looking up at the sky 
through the windshield. Dawn light’s struggling through 
the dark clouds, with an eerie light cast over everything, 
the woods on our left look like they’ve been bent sideways 
for good. 


“I was never popular... never had friends to speak of at 
school. Camp was no different. The counselors were great 
though,” I tell him, blushing before I feel my face fall again. 


It’s hardly the time to be recounting childhood traumas, but 
Sean’s bent on hearing it from me. It’s almost as though he 
wants to be able to protect me from my past as well as the 
present. 


“There used to be an old barn near the campsite,” I 
continue and I hear Sean grunt in agreement. 


“T had it taken down, years ago. It was a fire hazard, and 
apart from the-” but he stops, urging me with his eyes to 
continue. 


“Well, you probably know too, that some kids from camp 
used it as a hangout long after lights out.” 


Sean raises his brows and growls another low sound, 
breathing in through his nose, like he can tell what sort of 
story is coming up. 


“These two girls... they used to tease me all day. But always 
out of earshot from anyone else, like it was their own 
private game. They were twins I think, they looked alike.” 


I take a breath in myself. It already sounds less intimidating 
once I start to say it out loud, but back there, at the camp. 
It was like I was reliving it... like I was... 


“They grabbed me one night, after everyone else was 
asleep. They were bigger than me, stronger and with two of 


them they were able to bundle me out of the dorm and 
down to the barn with no real effort...” 


“What did they do?” Sean asks me firmly, his jaw set like 
stone and his hands tightening on the wheel. His knuckles 
white with his own anger. 


“There was an old pigpen next to the barn, sort of ran into 
it.” 


Sean nods his head, remembering it for himself, I guess. 


“Well. Long story short, the girls tied something over my 
mouth then held me while they told me what they were 
going to do with me... telling me they were going to lock me 
in the pen with that pig... because that’s what I am... a big 
fat... pig.” 


“Oh, Tess,” Sean says, reaching out for my hand again, but I 
have to look away as he takes my hand. The tears are 
coming again, but I want to finish telling him. I have to tell 
somebody, otherwise it’ll keep haunting me forever. 


“They pushed me into this little box, right at the end of the 
stall, then they locked it... They even used a rusty old 
padlock they’d found. There was a hatch at the other end, 
and then they... Then they opened it and that pig... that 
huge animal came rushing in.” 


I’ve never had such a clearer memory of the experience, 
which was terrifying. 


It’s the same feeling I had back at the camp, and I realize. 
That the place I walked past where I started to feel so 
scared and all I wanted to do was run, was right near 
where that old barn used to be. 


“I was locked in there most of the night. I was so scared I 
couldn’t even scream or cry out for help. The pig was huge 


and I thought more than once it was going to really hurt 
me, but it was just sniffing me.” 


I feel my tears stop wanting to come. Like I’ve let a part of 
what happened go and I don’t feel like I need to be so 
affected by it anymore. 


“But, they were right though... those girls. I mean... look at 
me. I was big then and I’m big now, no matter what I do.... I 
eat right and I walk all the time but I just can’t...” 


“Tess, Stop it!” Sean growls, making me jump in my seat. 


He checks the rear view mirror, looking at the sky behind 
us, and despite us needing to get away fast, he pulls over to 
the side of the highway and turns to face me, holding both 
my elbows as he speaks to me. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


I know we’re trying to get away and I know Tess is upset by 
her memory, but I won’t have her talking like this. Not for 
another second. 


It ends right now. 
“Tessa. Listen to me,” I tell her firmly. 


“What those girls did, it was wrong. It was terrible. I think I 
know the girls you mean too, they were a pain in the ass 
and everybody said butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths. 
They were cruel and willful. I’m sorry you had to experience 
any of it,” I tell her. 


“But! I won’t have you telling me, or anyone else, especially 
yourself that you’re any of the things they said you were 
because you're not.” 


“You’re just saying that,” she says, turning away and I can 
see she’s almost starting to cry again. 


“Did you run because of the memory, or did you run 
because you believed in what those girls said?” I ask her, 


knowing how I feel but wanting to understand her feelings 
better. 


“T just don’t believe someone who looks like you could 
possibly want someone like me!” she blurts out, her eyes 
blazing and her mouth twisting as she fights back tears. 


It hurts me to hear Tess speak like this, and I curse those 
girls and everyone like them, people who leave such a 
permanent but unseen scar on others by the terrible things 
they say and do to others. 


It hurts me, because it makes Tess believe it’s true and 
she’s only putting me in another stereotyped category, just 
because I work out. 


Looking back at the storm cell which is coming, I know we 
don’t have much time to spare but I don’t want to live 
another minute seeing Tess so upset, thinking the crazy 
stuff those morons told her and worse, actually believing it. 


“T love you Tess, and yes. Your body does turn me on, you’ve 
seen enough to know that’s true... being around you, just 
touching you... I can’t help it. You just have that effect on 
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me. 
She looks down at her lap, starting to play with her fingers. 
“You say that now, but what about...” 


I lean over, pressing my mouth against hers, feeling both 
her hands come up to my face, stroking me and squeezing 
me. 


“If anything, Tess, I should be the one who’s worried,” I tell 
her softly, smiling. 


“Why? What do you mean?” she asks. 


“Look at me!” I exclaim, “I’m so old... I must be twice your 
age, old enough to be your father.” 


“That’s got nothing to do with it, Sean. Age is just a 
number.” She protests, and I know I’ve proved my point. 


“And so is weight. Just a number, and that’s not what I count 
or think of or even consider when I look at you, Tess. I see 
the woman I wanted and claimed for my own. I see my 
woman, nothing less and nothing more.” 


“T just wish I was different... thinner for you,” she 
continues, making me screw my face up. 


“I love your body Tessa. If you were skinny or taller than 
me, shorter or had three heads and an extra thumb, I’d still 
love you. I’d still want to do this to you.” I tell her. 


“Do what?” 


I lean in and kiss her again. A slow, easy kiss that feels as 
good, if not better than the very first time I kissed her not 
so long ago. 


“TIl always love you Tess, no matter what and you'll always 
do it for me. Now, can we go? There’s a giant tornado 
coming.” 


She smiles and nods, sighing some and drying her eyes 
before snuggling up into my jacket some more, looking 
totally satisfied for someone who’s trying to outrun a 
catastrophic weather event. 


In the rear view, I can see the first signs of the sky starting 
to spiral and I just know it’s only a matter of time before a 
twister touches down. I only hope we can outrun it. 


“Sean, look! Over there.” I follow the line of Tessa’s arm as 
she points across at the horizon line. 


“A flare,” I say to myself, registering the direction and the 
color. 


“What does that mean?” Tess asks me, and I shrug. 


“I can’t say for sure, but somebody might need help. 
Sending up a flare with that coming. I think somebody 
needs help.” 


“Shouldn’t we just go, like you said, keep going so we can 
get out of here?” 


Looking back again, I pull out, back onto the highway, 
picking up speed but keeping to the limit. No point in 
getting into more trouble than we already are by driving 
like a lunatic. 


Groaning, I flick on my CB radio, something else that was 
switched off when it should’ve been left on, like my phone 
and my computer. 


There’s plenty of static but then a scratchy, broken signal 
starts to come through, Tessa and I looking at each other. 


I can’t quite make out what he’s saying, but I think I 
recognize the voice. 


It sounds a little like our friendly neighborhood ranger, 
Brad. 


The man I should’ve listened to yesterday instead of chasing 
him away, acting like an angry wolf. 


He was invading my territory though, and at the worst time. 
Delaying me from claiming my woman, I should’ve done 
more than just chase him away. 


“Do you think he’s in trouble?” Tessa asks, and I can only 
grunt a sound, my hand fine tuning the CB, trying to geta 
better signal. 


“He could be trying to hail whoever sent that flare up, but 
with this storm, the signals are all over the place... It does 
look close to his station though,” I say under my breath. 


Wondering why I didn’t listen to Brad yesterday, until I look 
over and see the answer staring right back at me, blinking. 


“We'll have to go check it out.” I tell her, if Brad or anyone 
else is in trouble, we might be the only ones who can get 
them out. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 
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With his trademark style, Sean has set my mind at ease, 
continued our escape plan as well as taken the time to put 
others first by deciding to rescue someone else along the 
way. 


What can I say? The man’s incredible. 


My own hang-ups aren’t my imagination, Sean’s helped me 
to realize that. And going to the camp sure has been a 
surprise revelation about how much the forgotten past 
really has affected my adult life. 


But best of all, hearing Sean tell me he loves me no matter 
what, that he loves me for me and not just for what I look 
like. There are guys who like bigger girls, and like his bed, 
Sean needs a bigger woman to accommodate his size. 


I’ve still got some issues with how I look, but they're my 
own, I guess. I tell myself to stop wasting time wondering 
whether or not Sean’s into me and start enjoying the fact 
that he really, truly is. And I’m so deep into him that it hurts 
my chest when I think about how much I love him. 


I try and keep my eyes on the flare and where it looks like it 
came from, but Sean seems convinced it’s coming from 
near the ranger’s station so he tells me we'll head over 
there. 


I keep an eye on the huge swirling mass of sky behind us, 
which seems so close but Sean assures me it’s still a fair 
way Off. 


“If we can keep up our speed, providing that doesn’t get 
any quicker, we should be okay,” he says confidently. 


He dials the radio some more, and before long we both hear 
Brad’s voice. 


He’s stranded alright. His truck’s broken down and with the 
storm cell almost right on top of us, he’s trying to radio 
anybody he can for help. 


The satellite signals are down and it looks like we’re the 
only ones who can get to Brad in time. 


“Did you try the radio before?” Sean asks him, “It was 
switched off...” he says, looking a little guilty. 


“No,” Brad says, “After yesterday, I figured you would be 
the last person who’d want to help me... I thought you were 
gonna break me in half... whatever I did... I’m sorry! Can 
you come get me?” 


Sean smiles to himself, looking over at me, “ You just turned 
up right in the middle of something special, that’s all.. we’ll 
be there soon, on our way.” 


“We?” Brad asks, but the signal drops. Sean looks over at 
me again, smiling to himself pleased as punch. 


“Yeah... We.” Meaning him and me. It makes me feel good 
too, hearing him say it, and I kind of really wish all this 
could be over so we can pick up where we left off last night. 


Sean knows his way to the ranger station better than 
anyone and we spot Brad and his truck about a mile before 
we get to the station, which he tells us is locked down now. 


“T was trying to leave, having seen the reports and then saw 
the sky, damned electrics went in the truck and I don’t have 
time to repair them.” 


“We can take you wherever you need to go,” Sean tells him. 


“Did you get my messages? About the storm?” Brad asks, 
and Sean shakes his head with a sly grin, winking at me as 
he glances over. 


“I’ve been kinda tied up with something...something 
special.” 


Brad shrugs and looking at the sky behind us, he jumps into 
the back seat of the truck. Leaning back with complete 
relief. 


“I guess we’d better be going,” Sean smiles to me and he 
makes his way back to the highway, the first signs of a 
twister starting to touch down on the horizon, far behind us 
but heading straight for the camp. 


“Figured you might’ve been in your shelter at the campsite 
there.” Brad muses, looking behind us again and marveling 
at the incredible but terrifying sight. 


“Where are you headed?” Sean asks him flatly, suddenly 
changing his mood from ‘happy to help’ to ‘how soon can I 
get rid of this guy I just rescued?’ 


I know Sean just wants it to be the two of us, and Brad 
seems to be the chatty kind when he’s a little excited, like 
he is now. Sean growls low and looks straight ahead, 
ignoring Brad after a few minutes, once it becomes clear 


that Brad has nowhere else to be and is only grateful we 
picked him up when we did. 


“As far away from that twister that’s just touched down is 
where!” Brad exclaims, and breaks out into a loud laugh 
that sounds like a donkey. 


Sean seems to remember something and gives me another 
knowing look. 


“Where’s the wife?” he asks Brad, whose started to wheeze 
a little after his nervous laughing fit, and he takes a puff 
from something for what sounds like an inhaler. 


“Oh! She and Beth, that’s our baby girl... they're over at 
her mom’s in Florida, thank god. I just don’t know what we 
would’ve done if they’d been over here with all this going 
on... you’re a real hero, Sean. D’ya know that?” 


Sean’s all man compared to the ranger, who not only looks 
skinnier, but sounds nervous, edgy. 


Sean’s deep and commanding tone lets us both know he’s 
got everything under control, saving the day by rescuing 
the only rescuer left within a twenty mile radius. 


“We’re not out of this yet,” Sean reminds us all, and another 
gray-brown twister snakes from the sky down to the ground 
not too far behind us. 


Brad and I gasp, while Sean growls low, in tune with the V8 
of his truck as he lets his foot get heavy on the gas, 
breaking the road rules now, but guaranteeing we'll out run 
any trouble that nature can throw at us. 


My hero. 


Sean. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


The nearest town has a tornado shelter, a series of 
underground tunnels from the colonial mining days. 


Never had to use ‘em myself, but Brad’s familiar with the 
set up and half the town’s already filled up one set of 
tunnels, which he joins. 


I’d prefer to keep driving, and Tess is with me on that, but 
some people from the township have access to weather 
data that I don’t, and there’s more than just one storm cell 
passing this way. It makes sense to bunker down and ride it 
out. 


“In that case I think Ill find someplace I can park my 
truck.” I tell Brad, eager to get free of him and any other 
prying eyes. I don’t mind people. But I do now that I have 
Tess to protect now. I don’t want anybody near my fresh 
claim. She’s all mine. 


“Suit yourself,” he says, suddenly looking ill at the thought 
of his own truck being left out in the elements. 


I know property doesn’t really matter at a time like this, 
with most people only carrying themselves and their loved 
ones. 


But if I’m gonna see things through once the worst of the 
storm’s passed, I’d like to do it in my truck, with Tessa by 
my side. No woman of mine is gonna have to walk 
anywhere, or wait for somebody else to give her a ride or 
tell either of us what to do. 


She’ll be driven by me and me alone. Same goes for her 
shelter during the storm. 


It’s with me and me alone. 


I find a spot where I know we won’t be disturbed, a huge 
brick tunnel with big timber and steel doors, which I bar 
shut from the inside. 


They use these for market stalls and community events, and 
for now there’s still lights running. With nobody else 
needing shelter, we have the whole place to ourselves, 
which is just the way I like it. 


Tess has a glazed look in her eyes and I just know she’s 
thinking what I’m thinking. 


Storm be damned. 


Once I park the truck, I flick the heating up a notch and 
lean over, fishing in my jacket pocket that Tess has wrapped 
around her. 


I don’t know why I picked it up on the way out when T left, 
but maybe I had a premonition. Or maybe it just got in my 
jacket by magic. 


“Now,” I tell Tess firmly, “I’ve got something here I 
should’ve used yesterday... spread your legs.” I order her, 
and hear her gasp, her eyes going wide and then narrowing 


as she smiles, noticing the chafing cream I produce from my 
jacket pocket. 


“You wanna rub that on me before or after?” she asks me 
coyly, starting to purr like a kitten. 


“Before or after what?” I ask her knowingly. 


“Before you chafe me a whole lot more down there.” And I 
drop the cream, sliding myself over the bench seat to take 
her into my arms again, finally. 


She feels better than ever against me, and underneath my 
jacket she’s hardly wearing anything, her chest spilling out 
of her top, nipples thick with her instant arousal and she’s 
needing no encouragement to slip off her shorts, letting me 
run my hands all over her as she straddles me in the front 
of our truck. 


Ours. 


A word I have to remember to use for everything now. She’s 
mine, forever, and everything that was once mine is now 
also hers too. Everything, forever. 


But for now, we’re each other’s once again, and I can feel 
the pressure of the rising tempest outside, as well as inside 
my own body. Inside my jeans which Tessa’s fighting to free 
me from. 


I slide my jeans all the way down, and notice the truck’s 
windows have steamed up fully already, our own breathing 
being so intense in such a small space. 


With no need for anything else other than what we both 
crave, Tess slides herself straight onto my rock hard 
thickness and we both let out long moans of relieved 
pleasure. 


We can take our time now, I’m in no rush to claim her. I 
know she’s mine. I want to pleasure her like she’s never 
known, and have her treat me to the same, just by being 
herself. 


Kneading her heart shaped ass with both my hands as she 
pumps up and down on my glistening, stiff cock, I squeeze 
her cheeks in time with each of her movements. 


She returns the favor, clenching her pussy as tight as she 
can and again once I’m fully inside her, pressing deep 
against her new favorite place, which sees her shuddering 
to the first of many climaxes in no time at all. 


She keeps her own climax going by riding me non-stop, and 
I can tell by the determined look in her eyes that she’s 
trying to get me to join her in her next explosive orgasm. 


Her breathing does that thing where it gets fast, like she 
can’t breath and she’s gasping for air, then she starts to 
shudder. 


“I love you, Sean,” she whispers in my ear then bites my 
neck, making me lose all control and drawing the most 
intense orgasm we share together. 


Hearing her the words, right at that moment, when I know 
she means it most. It’s the greatest gift next to her virginity. 
It tells me she’s not only mine, but that she loves being 
mine. She loves me and I tell her how much I love her, as 
well as show her. Over and over again while the terrible 
storm outside rages, we find a new peace together, a 
tranquility I thought I’d never know in this life. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
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I’ve never felt safer, Sean’s strong arms along with his 
super strong and insistent everything else, sees us through 
the storm and then some. 


It’s the perfect way to get to know each other, and we 
manage quite well in our little isolation truck. Whiling away 
the hours with each other’s bodies, with conversation. But 
mostly with our bodies. 


Sean finally does get some of the chafing cream onto my 
thighs, but gets sidetracked again, ending up with both of 
us needing some of the same ointment in a few other places 
once we’re through. 


We end up curled in a huge blanket Sean has in the back of 
his truck, naked and him just holding me. We doze and chat, 
then make love some more until we’re finally spent, but far 
from being tired of each other. 


“Nowhere near even getting started,” I caution him. He 
looks different though somehow, I think it's maybe because 
we’re both tired, but it’s something else. 


He has a new look in his brooding eyes as he studies me. 


“What do you want, Tessa?” he asks me softly, and I don’t 
have to think twice about that. 


“You,” is all I can say, because it’s true. 


“You have me,” he tells me, “but what do you really want, 
from life?” 


It’s a big question, and not one I’ve really thought about 
much. I know I’ve always wanted to write, but that’s a 
pretty vague ambition. 


“T want family.” I tell him after a time, making him grin and 
press his lips against my forehead. 


“Lots of family, I hope?” he says wistfully and I feel my 
stomach getting butterflies all over again as I feel his hand 
rubbing my belly in wide circles. 


Sean’s just about to ask me something, something I know is 
important when the CB radio crackles to life. 


It’s Brad, asking if we’re okay. The storm’s passed and 
seems to have blown itself out, except... 


Sean flicks the radio off, but soon after there’s a loud 
pounding on the huge doors outside, we both hear excited 
voices, with Brad’s being the loudest, shouting something 
about us being trapped in the tunnel, which we’re not. 


Sean growls with dissatisfaction, and I sigh, resigning 
myself to the fact that like it or not, we’re being interrupted 
and now there’s an official ‘rescue team’ trying to reach us. 


Trying to spoil everything. 


“We may as well let them in,” I tell Sean, who looks less 
than impressed. 


“You did bolt us in a tunnel.” I remind him. “They might be 
worried.” 


“To be continued.” Sean promises me with a kiss and we 
both start to get dressed. I thank Sean for remembering to 
grab my bag from when he pulled me from my car. 


My car! 


I feel a stab of worry, but considering how things might 
have panned out, if the car is no more, and I get to keep 
Sean. It’s totally worth it. 


Sean seems relaxed enough to wear what he had on, but 
I’m grateful for the extra layers of my own clothes once I 
get dressed from what I have in my bag. 


Using his strength, Sean lifts off the huge iron bar he used 
to keep the main doors to the tunnel closed, and once the 
doors open, there’s hardly the crowd of rescuers I 
expected. 


I blink to focus, there’s actual sunshine streaming through 
the opening, and there’s no more than a handful of people 
standing around, looking equally confused, wondering what 
the ranger’s shouting about people being trapped in a 
tunnel that only has its doors closed. 


“The twisters moved east,” Brad starts to say, grabbing 
Sean’s hand and pumping it, thanking him again for 
rescuing him, making a bigger deal out of it than I think 
Sean wants to. 


“But...” Sean growls, sensing there’s another reason why 
Brad wanted into the tunnel so badly. 


“Well... there’s some bad news...” Brad says mournfully. 
Sean taking a step closer, losing his patience with the man. 


“Beaver Pines is no more, Sean... I’m sorry... According to 
the radar the twisters went right through there before 
heading east. I’d be surprised if anything will be left 
standing... I just thought you should prepare yourself.” 


I gasp at the thought. We were just there, what if we’d slept 
until it was too late? What if we just never heard any of it 
coming? 


I’m suddenly grateful for my traumatic memory, even 
grateful in a strange way to those horrible girls who 
tormented me all those years ago. 


In a very roundabout way, they might have ended up saving 
our lives last night. 


If I hadn’t run away, Sean wouldn’t have come after me and 
we might not have survived. 


“I know how much you invested in the place is all,” Brad 
continues, putting his hand on Sean’s shoulder until Sean 
makes eye contact with him and his hand darts back. 


“Camps canceled, permanently, I guess,” Sean says calmly. 
But with finality 


“You have insurance though, right?” Brad asks, and I feel 
my head tilting to one side. 


I’m confused. 


“Why would Sean have insurance on the camp he works 
at?” I ask, thinking it a strange question. 


“Because he owns it,” Brad says, looking at me like I have 
something seriously wrong with me. 


My eyes go straight to Sean who shrugs, giving a smile at 
my ignorance. 


“I don’t know, probably. All that stuff’s tied up with 
lawyers... part of my brother’s doing with all his 
corporation stuff,” he tells me, not Brad as he puts his arm 
around me, leading me out of the tunnel. 


Brad takes a loud breath in, putting two and two together 
as he sees Sean doing the natural thing, the right thing. 
Looking after his woman. 


“Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask Sean, looking up at him as 
we get some distance between us and Brad and the other 
people milling about. 


“Never occurred to me,” Sean says factually. “I think we’ve 
both been pretty distracted the past few hours, don’t you?” 


I nod, chuckling a little, amazed Sean’s so calm at the 
prospect of losing so much. 


“I haven’t lost anything,” he says, reading my mind and 
taking both my hands in his, making me feel those 
butterflies again. 


“I could lose a hundred Beaver Pines campsites and still be 
the luckiest guy in the world, because I have you Tessa.” 


I feel myself start to tear up, and I know what he’s going to 
ask me. 


I know what he’s going to Say. 


He opens his mouth and I kiss him before he can speak. I 
hold him tighter than ever before, pressing my face into his 
rock hard chest. Saying just one word over and over again 
as I feel tears of joy streaming from my eyes. 
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EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


Brad was right. The twister took out Beaver Pines, almost 
like a surgical incision, almost every single tree, rock and 
crest was left intact, even the old radio tower stayed up, but 
those buildings? 


Gone. 


Like they were plucked by the big man upstairs himself and 
just taken away. 


The debris from the storm was taken east, but as we 
discovered, the storm blew itself out eventually and nobody 
was seriously hurt. 


“Tt’s almost like you wanted to save yourself the effort of 
starting over, like someone... something just did it for ya!” 
exclaims the head engineer, a guy from my brother’s 
company, in charge of all his construction and now our new 
project. 


I only ever email my brother, and I still don’t fully 
understand how the whole business thing works. But every 


quarter, there’s a truckload of money in an account with my 
name on it, so I just count my blessings and get on with 
living. 


I’ve always loved it out here, and although I never needed a 
big house or a fancy place to live, the tornado certainly did 
send Tessa and me a pretty powerful message. 


Rebuild. 
Build that life you both want together. 


“Don’t forget the pigpen!” Tess chimes, waddling past with 
her hand resting on her belly, carrying our first child, 
deliberately defying my orders to stay down or sit in the 
mobile home we call home until our own is built. 


“Pigpen?” the engineer asks, and I stab my finger to the 
square marked ‘barn’ that Tess insisted be a part of our 
new domestic landscape. 


“With a hatch on it!” Tess calls out louder, calling over her 
shoulder as she carries a bucket of feed to go sprinkle 
inside the chicken enclosure she’s made. 


“You asked me what I wanted, what I really wanted?” she 
told me after we’d outlined our plans to the architects, who 
passed it all on to the engineers. 
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“I want family, and you...” She told me, grinning with 
pleasure, “But I also want that big barn, right back where it 
was in the first place, pigpen, pig and all.” 


“But why?” I asked her. Worried she might be having some 
kind of post-traumatic episode. 


“Because I want to pay homage, to give thanks for the 
whole experience... Those horrible girls, that barn, even 
that big ol’ pig.” She added, with a distinct country twang in 
her voice. 


“They scared me half to death, but if it wasn’t for them, if I 
didn’t freak out that night we might never have made it out. 
I might never have got to have the life I wanted at all...” 


I know she’s right, even if it is a strange way of looking at 
things. 


“I might never have gotten you, Sean.” She added tenderly, 
letting me pull her close and kiss her, my own way of giving 
thanks for the whole experience. 


The storm cellar we never used was the only thing intact 
that was usable, and we both decided it was a smart idea to 
use it as part of our new home. 


Our family home. 


“We can have the wedding once the barn’s ready,” Tessa 
says, “But I want that cellar handy, just in case...” she says, 
rubbing her belly again, the greatest treasure we have 
between us. The baby I know we made our first time 
together. 


The night I claimed her as my own. It’s so perfect that it’s 
also the night we started our family. 


“I love you Tessa,” I tell her, kissing her, telling her for I 
don’t know how many times today. 


“And I love you, Sean... Daddy...” she teases me. 


“Don’t call me that!” I pretend to be annoyed. “No daddy 
talk, remember?” but I know what she means. It gives me 
such a sense of pride to know I’m gonna be a dad. And I just 
know Tessa’s gonna be the best mom in the world already. 


No matter how much I try and fuss and overprotect, over- 
analyze everything, she’s the one who just gets on with the 
job of being the most amazing person I’ve ever met, not just 
the most amazing woman I’ve even met. 


My woman. 
My soul mate 


My only. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 
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“Push, C’mon, push Tessa... that’s it. One more!” Penny says 
with a big smile and loads of positive encouragement. 


Penny is my midwife, she’s helping me with my second 
home birth. 


“Daddy, why is mommy screaming?” Little Joel asks Sean as 
he waits out front by our bedroom. 


In between contractions, and with the door half open, Sean 
just coming back in to check on me, I can see our first. My 
little man, waiting without a fuss and always with a book in 
his hands. 


“Because for the new baby brother or sister she has 
growing inside her to come out, she has to do a lot of 
concentrating... and it’s kinda painful, but in a good way...” 
I overhear Sean tell him, making me twist my face, 
remembering that’s one I owe him for making all this sound 
SO easy. 


“Like they do in the movies.” It was the most adorable thing 
I’ve heard, but according to Sean, Joel got tired of pacing 
and looking concerned after about ten minutes and started 
to read his book instead. 


“How are you, my darling,” Sean asks me, shooting the 
midwife a questioning look, the fiftieth in about twenty 
minutes. 


“Pm doing fine,” I tell him, feeling better now that he’s 
here, his hand in mine and his strong body able to take any 
and all abuse I can throw at it, if required. 


“When little Joel came into the world, I had a terrible time 
of it, didn’t I hun?” I ask, clenching my teeth and squeezing 
his hand as hard as I can as another contraction ripples 
through me. 


“I’m so proud of you honey, I love you,” Sean says. Not even 
flinching as I’m sure I hear the huge bones in his hand start 
to creak. 


“Joel sends his love too,” he adds and I know he does. 


“Did you tell him all about the birds and the bees?” I ask 
sarcastically, having to suddenly take huge puffing breaths 
of air. 


Sean winces, embarrassed at being caught out. “What was I 
supposed to say?” he asks me, brushing my hair back and 
kissing my forehead again. 


“Painful, but in... a... good way...?” I ask him, letting out a 
grunt. 


Concentrating. 


Charlotte is a surprisingly easy delivery after that. Once she 
makes her way into the world a short while later and she’s 


all cleaned up, with mommy getting her breath back Joel’s 
invited in to come see his new baby sister for the first time. 


“Gross.” Is all he says, peering over his glasses at her tiny 
little body, but he kisses me on the cheek and hugs me. 


“I’m glad you’re okay mommy,” he says, whispering 
something into my ear that I know he doesn’t want his 
father to hear. 


“Dad tried his best to explain things,” he says, and we both 
share a knowing look as I give my little man a wink, 
mouthing the words ‘thank you’ to him and then again to 
his dad, Sean. To Joel for being such a perfect son than to 
Sean, for being the greatest husband and for both being my 
best friends. Most of all, for being here when I need them 
the most. 


“I think Ill leave Mommy and Daddy alone for a bit now, you 
did great Tess. I’ll be right outside if you need me,” Penny 
says, and I give her a huge hug as she gives both Charlotte 
and I a kiss on the forehead each. 


“She’s a saint,” Sean observes once Penny’s left. It was a 
long time coming before Seam would even have anyone 
come near me, let alone a doctor or a midwife. Its female 
doctors only and Penny of course, with Sean insisting he be 
there every step of the way. 


He knows when to give me my space too though, which isn’t 
very often, mainly when I’m writing. 


Once we got the house built and the wedding taken care of, 
Sean set me up in my own special ‘office.’ 


Right in the loft of the new red barn, overlooking the pig 
pen. 


Anyone else would have thought him crazy, even offensive 
after what had happened, but he actually read a part of my 
mind I didn’t know existed at that stage. 


It’s my favorite place in the whole world, writing and 
thinking, when I’m not spending time with my two favorite 
males that is. My man Sean and my extra special little man, 
Joel. 


And now Charlotte makes three. 


It wasn’t that we didn’t want more kids straight away, but it 
just turned out that Charlotte wanted to wait ten years 
before joining us, which I think is just fine. It gave her 
mommy plenty of time to get her writing career off the 
ground, so now I only have to do a bit here and there, 
mainly for fun. 


Joel starts to do that thing with his nose, moving it around 
like a rabbit’s. 


He does it when he gets bored, or tired, or hungry. Right 
now I think he’s all three. It’s been a long afternoon for all 
of us, me especially. 


“Why don’t you go see if Penny wants to help you make 
something to eat, baby?” I ask Joel, tracing my fingers 
through his longish hair. 


He has Sean’s hair. 


“Okay mommy... you want anything dad?” he asks Sean, 
who always looks like he’s about to cry whenever Joel does 
grown up things like that. 


“Why don’t you surprise me, son?” he says, his voice 
quaking as his own hand tousles our son’s hair. 


Once we’re alone, Sean cradles both Charlotte and me in 
his huge arms as he sits on the edge of the huge bed he 


made especially, touching our newest edition so gently, like 
he’s worried she’ll break she’s so precious. 


“T love you.” Is all he can say, to me, to Charlotte, to the 
whole world right now. Everything is just so perfect. 


“We love you.” I tell him, a single tear escaping me as I give 
thanks for Sean, the life we have together and now most of 
all, for my precious baby daughter. 


“I love you more,” Sean says, but I don’t know if that’s 
possible. The pleasant ache in my chest, the one that used 
to feel empty whenever I was sad, angry or upset with my 
life. 


It feels like it's overflowing now. Filled to the brim and then 
some. Filled with the endless love I have for him, for Joel 
and now for little Charlotte. 


“Have you checked the weather today?” I ask Sean, who 
makes sure he does so at least three times a day, every day. 


“Nothing but blue skies,” he says, and I know that’s true, 
because it’s exactly how I feel. 


“Nothing but blue skies with you, Sean...” 
My hero. My husband. 
My everything. 
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